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The Prologue, 


Fo houſhold Frends alike in dignitie, 

. | (1nfaireVerona, where we lay our Scene) 
'** Fromciuill brojles broke int oenmitie,” 

Y Y boſe cinill warre makes ciuill hands uncleane. 
From forth the fatall loynes of theſe two foes, 

A paire of ſtarre-croft Lowers tooke their life : 
FF hoſe miſaduentures, piteous ouerthrowes, 

(T hrough the continuing of their Fathers ſtrife, 
And death-markt paſſage of their Parents rage) 
1s now the two howres traffique of our Stage, 

T he which if you with patient cares attend, 


 Prha here we want wee'l [iuaic to amend. 


"= | 
| NC a7 


WV; =. 


we-='Þ f LY d «a 


i , 
= ng aeds 


» 
& - I 3. 
ad 
- 
' 
# 
. _ - v —_—— . _ - _ POE w—_— 
. Z - o & & EI TS TT wb. 26 ERIE. - x «+ « 4 7 _ LY: x - __ 
. 
” 
# 
e 
I 
x 
. 
ad 
- 
. 
bl "9. 
. ””. 
” 
—— 0 
= 
- 
- ; LY 
We ww Ie . * 
| " 
_ " + - 4 —_—_—_—— cs —_____—_—__——__@_ aw — by 
£ « 
5 
- 
. P A - 
_ . 
* 
od 
.* 


Ws I 0 I 


i. & : 
—————_  armattrragrect 
4 4 » 


The Ny velleila Fragedic of 
| Romeo and lulict. | 


Enter 2, Serning-men of the Capolets. 


Regorie, of my word Iftcarrienocoales. 
'E 2 No, for it you doo, you ſhould bea Ccllicr, 
7 If Ibeincholer, Ile drayy. 
2 Euer while youliue, dravye your necke out of the 
thecollar. 

7 Iftrike quickly beingmoou d. 

2 I, but you arenot quickly moou'd to ſtrike. 

1 ADogotthehouſeof the Mewuntagues mones me. 

2 Tomooueis toſtirre, and to bee valiant is to ſtand 
roit: therefore (of my word) if thou be mooud thou'r 


runne away. 
7 There's not a man of them In meere, bur lletake 


the wall of. 

2 That fhewes thee a weakling, Ip the weakeſt goes 
tothe wall. 

7 Thars true, therefore I! ruſt the'men fromthe 
wall, and thruſt the maids to thEwalls : 0ay, thou ſhalt 
ſcelamarall peeceof fleſh. + 

2 Tis well thowarrt not fiſb, forif chew wert thou 
wouldfſt be but poore ef . 

_ 2 Heplaytheryrant, Ile firſt n wit vet & 
off wich fe rs 5 hog 
2 Theheads ofthe maid 


z I, 


x) - 


/ 


They araw,to them enters Ty 'baſt, they fe bt, tothemthy 


| a paine of torture, from thoſe bloody harides 
Throw yourmiſtempered weapons tothe ground. 


x | Hauethrice ihucou rs 


| 5 he mii extellent 7 ragedie, 1 A, 
2 [ the heades of cheic Vaides, or the Maideheades, 


 kakeitin whatſence thon wie: 


2 Naylert themcakeitin lencethat ſeeleit, = pers z 
Comes two of the-adprnt Kage | 
Emer byo S " 


2 I ſearethemno more than thee, but draw. 

1 Naylet vs havethe {aw ongurlideyer them begin 
fir. [:etell thee whart le doo, as I goe by iie bice my 
thumbe, which is dilgrace' enough it 7 cm (ufferit; 

2- Coment,goethgu by and birethy thumbe, andj/e 


come after and irowne... | 


+ Mown: Doo youbre your thumbe at ud 


7 Ibitemy.thumbe. 
2 Moun: | bat i'tat Wl 
1 1bitemy thumbe, is the law on our ſi det: | 


2-No. 


1-1 bite my inaka PR: 
1 Moan: Ibatiit at vs? Enter Penewolin: 


2 Say I, here men my Maſters Kinſman, 


4 


Prince, old Mountague,andhs wife; old CapyJetund 
bis wife, and other C de izens and br t them, 


- Princer Rebellious tbiedts enemies to peace, 


C 


Three Ciuel!l brawles bred of anairic york. % [ 
By cheold Cap tet and Moantag We, : WW 

t * Qu freets.. 10 

cs apatne,,” 5! 9: ts 

Your 


If euer.you difturbe our 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


Your lives ſhall pay theranſome of your ſault: 
For this time eucry man depart m peace, 
Come Capulet come youalong with me, 
And Mouutagur, come you thus after nocne, 
To know our farther pleaſurein this caſe, | 
Toold free Towne our common nidgement place, 
Once more on paine of death each man depart. 

| | | E xennt. 
M-: wife. Who ſet this auncient quarrel f:rft abrcach? 
Speake dy oe4099re yon by whenit begar:? | 

Benus : Here werethe ſeryants of your aduerſarics, 
And yours cloſe fighting ere 1 did approch. 

Y Vife: Ah where is Komeo,ſaw you him to day? 
Right glad I am he was not atthis (ray. 

Ben : Madame, an houre beforethe worſtiprſunne 
Peeprthrough the golden window of the Eaft, 
Atroubled £9805. drew me from companic: 

Where underneath che groue Sicamonre, 
Thar Weſtward rootethfrom the Citties (ide, 
 Socarly walking might I ſee your ſonne.. 

I drew towards him, but he was ware of me, 
And drew into the thicket of the wood: | 

I noting his affeQtions by mine owne, 
Thar moſt are bulied when th'are moſt alone, 
Purſued my honor, not purſuing his. 

Moun: Black and portentiBus muſtthis honor proue, 
Vnleſſe good counſaile doo the cauſe remooue, 

Ben: Why tell me Vncledo you know the caule? 
Enter Romeo. 
Mown:Ineyther know it nor can learne of him. 
Ben: Sec whereheis, but Rand you both alide, 
Ileknow his gricuange, or be much denied. 
B | Mount; 


I T he moſt excellent Trageaie, 
#41 F | i * 
$] Aount: Iwovld thou wert ſo happic by thy ſtay 
| __ Tohearetrue{krift, Come Madamelets away. 
i | oY Benuo: Good morrow Colen, 
Wl: Romeo: Is the day ſo young? 
__ Ben : Butnewſirokenine. 
Wt - : Romeo: Ay me,lad hopes ſeeme long. 
| i _ Was thatmy Father that went hence fo faſt? 
Wl ! Be : It was,what ſorrow lengthens Remeoshowres? 
_ 2H2RY . Rom: Nothauing that, which hauing makes them 
Wt Ben : Inloue. | (thorr, 
| Te Ro: Our. 


Zen: Ot lone, 


Ro: Outother fayor where I am in loue, 
i, _. Zen: Alasthat loueſogentlein her view, 
©...  Shouldbeſoryrranous and rovgh in proofe. 
Ro : Alasthatloue whoſe view is muffled ſtiff, 
W | Should without lawes give path-waies to our will: 
__. Whereſhall we dine? Gods me,what fray was here? 
A = Yette!l me not tor I haveheard it ail, 


Sees er Tn re 
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- 


_- Heres muchro doe with hate, but more withJoue, 

| [] EY Why then, Obraw ling loue, Oloning hate, | 
| |; : | Oante thing , of notthii g hrit create! | 
WH. Oheauic !12htnes ſerious vanitie! | 
| ."MithapenCaos of belt ſeemingrhinges , 


Feather of lead,bright ſmoke, cold fire, ſicke health, 
_ 6 Still waking ({eepe, tharjis n6t what it is: 
nt __- This louetecie], whichlfeele no lougurthis. 
WE: Poe?tthonnot lavght | _ 
| Ben: No Cole! rather weepe. 
Rom: Good hart at what? | 
* . Zea: fathy gocd hearts oppreſiion.” ' 
© © ©» Ro: Why ſuchislonestranſprefsion, 


o 
- 


4»; 


of Rome and 1uliet, 


Griefes of mine owne lie heauie at my hart, 
W hich thou wouldft propagate to hauethem preft 
With more of thine, this grietethat thou haſt thowne, 
Doth ad more griefetroroo mnich of mine owne: 
Louc is aſmokeraiſde withthe tume of f1phes 
Reing purgde,a fire ſparkling in louers eyes; 
Being vext,a ſearaging witha lovers teares, 
Whartis ic elſe? Amadaoes moſt diſcreet, | 
A choking gall,and apreſcruing ſweet. Farewell Coſe, 
Zen: Nay llegoec along. 
And if you hinder me you doo me wrong; 
Ro: Tut Il have loſtmy ſelteI am nothere, 
T his is not Remeo,hee's ſome other where, 
Ben: Tell me inſadnes whome(heis you loue? 
Ro: \What (hall I prone and tell thee? * 
Ben: \Why no,but ſadly tell me who, 
Ro: Pidalickman in ſadnes make his will, 
Ah word i!tvrgde to onethar is ſoill, | 
In ſadues Colen I doo louea woman. _ 
Ben: | aimde fo right, when as you ſaid you ſou'd.. 
Ro: Ariglit good mark-man, andſhee's faire I loue, 
Ben: Aright {aire marke faire Coſe is ſooneſt hit. 
Ro: Burin that hit you miſle, ſheelenot be hix 
With Cup:4s arrow,(hic hath Diandes. wit, 
And in ſtrong proote oi chaltitie well arm'd: 
Gainſt C«9:ds childiſh bow ſhe lives vaharm'd, 
Shee'le not abide the ſiedpe of louing tearmes, 
Nor ope herlap to Saint ſedpicinggold, 
Ah ſhe is rich in beautie,only poore, 
That when ſhe dies with beautic dies her ftore, Execs, 
Enter Conntie Paris, 014 Capuler, | 
Of honorable reckoning are _ both, 


And 
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| My houſeand welcome at their pleaſure ſtay. 


T 16 moſt excellent T ragedic, 


And pittietis they liveat ods (o long: 

But leauing that,what ſay youto my ſute? 

_ Capu: What (ſhould Tay more than I faid before, 
My daughter is a firanger in the world, 

Shee hath not yerattainde to fourteene yeares: 
Lettwo more ſommers wither intheir pride, 

Before ſhe can bethought fit for a Bide, | 

Paris: Y ounger than the are happie mothers made. 


Cap : But roo ſoone marde are thele ſocarly maried: 


But wooe her gentle Pr:s, gether heart, 
My word to her conſentis buta part. 
This night I ho!d an old accuſton.'d Feaſt, 
Whercto I haue inuited many a gueſt, 
- Suchas I loue: yet you among theſtore, 
 Onemoremoſt welcome makes the number more, 
At my poore houſe youſhall behold this night, 
Earth creadding ſtars, that make darkeheauen light: 
Such comfort as doo luſty youngmen {eele, 
When well apparaild A prion the keele 
Of lumping winter treads, euen ſuch delights 
Amonegſ\i freſh female buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſeheare all, all ſee, 


_ Ardlikeher moſt, whoſe merite moſt lhalbe. 


Siichamongſ} view of many myne beeing one, 
* May tand innumber though in reckoning none, 
Emer Seruingman. 
 Whereare you firra, gpoetrudge about 
Through taire /er#a firegzs,and ſeekethem our: 
Whoſe names are \vritten here and to them ſay, 


| | _ _E£Exeunt. 
Ser: oeckethem out whoſe names ate yritten oy 
j POETS: an 
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of Romeo ana Inliet. Q 


and yet I knowe not who are writteahere: I muſt to 
the eee to learneof them, that's as mivichro ſay, as. 
the Taylor muſt meddle with his Lafte, the Shoomaker. 
with his need!e,the Painter with his nets,ard the hiker 
with his Peaſill, I muſttothe learned. 

Enter Benuolio and\Romes, 

Ben: Tutman onefireburnes out anothers burning, 
Oae paineisleed with anothers anguiſh: 
Turnebackward, and be holp with backward rurning, 
Oacdeſperate 2riefe cures withanothers languilh, 
Takethou ſome newinſeQtionto thy eye, 

And the ranke poyſon of the old will die. 

—_ Your Planton leaſe is excellent for that. 

: Forwhar? 

oft For your broken hin, 

Ben: Why Romeo art thou mad? 

Rom: Not mad, but bound mare than a mad manis. 
Shut vp in priſon,kept without my foode, 

\Vhipr and tormented,and Godden good fellow. 

Ser: Godgigoden,] prayſir can youread, | 
Roms : 1 mine owne fortunein my milerie. 

Ser : Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 
but I pray can you read any thing youſee?, 

Rom: Iif Iknow theletters andthe lznguage, 


Seru: Yeelay honeſtly, reſt you merrie. 
Rom: Stay fellow I canread. 
Hereads the Letter, © 

W- ignenr Martino 4nd his wife and daughters, Countie 

Anſelme and his beanteors ſiters,the Ladie widdow of 

Vtruuio, Seigneur Placentio, 4nd hi lowelie Necces, 
Mercutio and h:s brother Valentine ,, mine wncle Capu- 
* bis wife and daughters , my faire Neece Rofaline azd 
” IF 28 Lita 


The moſſ excellent Tragesie, 


Linia, Seigntur Valentio and his Coſen Tibalt , Liicio 


ani the liarlie Helena, 
A fairealembly, whether ſhould they come? 

Ser?" Boi... 

Ko: Whether toſupper? 

Ser : Toour houſe, EL 

Ro: VWhoſehoule? 

Ser: My Maſters. 

Ro: Indeed I ſhould haueaskt thee that before, 

Ser : Nowiletel you withour asking , My Maſter is 
the great rich Capulet, and if you benot of the houſe of 
Mountagnes, | pray come andcruth acup of wine.Reſt 
you merrie. 

Ben: Atthis ſame auncient feaſt of Cafalets, 
Sups the faire Royſa/ine whom thou ſo loues: 
With all the admired beautics of /erona, 
Goethitherand with yaattainted eye, 
Compare her face with ſume that 1 {! all ſhevy, 
 AndI will make thee thinke thy ſian a crow. 

Ro: Whenthe devout religivn ot mine eye 

 Maintaines ſuch ta!ſhood, then turnereares to hre, 

And theſe who often drownde could neuer dic, 

Tranſparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 

One tairer than my loue, the all ſeeing ſunne 

Nereſaw her match, ſince firſtthe worid begun. 
Ben: Tut youlay her tairenone els being by, 

Herſelſe poyld with herſelfe in cither eye: 

Bur in that Criftall ſcales let there be waide, 

Your Ladyes loue,againſt ſome other maide 

That] will ſhew you ſhining at this feaſt, | 

And ſhe ſhall ſcant (hew well that now lecmes beſt, 
Kom: liegoe along nofuch fight robe Mowne, 


Bur 


WW 7.4 


te SS was Sal 5 
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"I of Romeo 4nd Inlict. 


But to reioyce in fplendorof mine owne, * 
Enter Capul:ts wife and Nwree. þ 
"Fe: Nurce wher's my daughter callher forth to 
mee. 
 Nurce: Nowby my maiden head at twelue yeare old 1 
bad ber come, what Lamb , what Lace bird, God forbid, 
PV hers this eirle? what Iulier, © Emer Ieliet, 
, Jelict : How novw who cals? 
Nurce: Tow Mether. 
1«!: Madamel am here,tvhat ts your will 
FF : This is the matter. Nurſegiue leauea while, we 
muſt ralke in ſecrer, Nurce come back agaml have re- 
membred mc,thou'ſe heare our counfaile. T hou know 
eit my daughrers of a prettie age. 3+ 
Nurce: Faith I can tell her age ntoa houre, 
Fife: Shee'snotfourteene. 
Nnrce : /le lay fourteen of my tecth , and yet to my 
| Fecne be it ſpoken, 1 hane but foure , ſhee's net fourteene. 


£ 


How long us it now to Lammas-tide? 
V rife: Aformight and cddedayes. | 
Nurce: Enen or ode , of all days in the yeare come 
Lammas Exe at ight fhallſhe be fourteene. Suſan andſhe 
Goa reſt 1l Chriſtian {orles were of-an age. YV Veil Suſan s 
with God, ſhe was too coorlfor me; But 46 I ſaid ow Lam- 
mas Exe at nightyhallſhe be fourteene, that ſhillſheema- 
rie 1 rememier it well, T & ſince the Earti-quake nowe e- 
lenien yeares,an1ſhe was wennd I nener ſhall forget it, of 
all the dates of. the yeare wponthat day : for Thad then laid 
wormmewos1to my dig, fitting in the ſun vnder the Done- 
 bouſewall, My Lord and you were then at Mama , nay! 
doteareabraine: But 4s 1 /aid; when it 41d taft the worm - 
wood on The nipple of my duz;,Ch felt it bitter , pretty foo'e 
; H is 


Tre moſt excellent T ragedie, 


to ſeett ;ebehi and |. fal out with Dugge. Shake queth the 
 Dowe-houſe twas noneed 1 trow to bid me trudge,and ſince - 
that timeit 64 leauen yeare: for thencould Inlierſtande 
high lone, nay by the Rode, ſhee could haue wadled Up and 
downs, for euen the day before ſhee brake her brow,and then 
my husbandGodbewith his ſoule, hee was a merrie man: 

” ? thou fall forward Tuliet? thou wilt fallbackward when 
thou haſt more wit : wilt thou not Iuliet? andy my holli- 
| dam, the pretty foole left crying and ſaid4T. To ſcehow 4 
jeſt ſhall come about, 1 warrant yeu if 1 ſhould live aban- 


4 wed! eare., 1 ener ſhould forget it , wilt thou net Tuliet? 


and b ym) troth ſhe ſlimted anderied T. 
Isliet: Anditinethoutoo, Iprethee Nurceſay I. 
Nurce: YYellgoe thy waies , God marke thee for his 

grace, thoy wert the prettieſt Babe that eaer 1 nurſt might 

1 but line to ſee thee mayried once, 1 hane my wiſh, 

Yr: Andthat lame marriage} Nurce,isthe Theame 

I meanttotalkeof: Tell me 1wlict, huwe ftand you ab 

fected tobe married? 
1ul: Itis an honorthat I dreame not off. 

Nurce : An honor! were not I thy onely Nurce, I 
would ſay thou hadjt ſutkt wiſedome from thy T eat, 

Y Fife: Wellgirle, the Noble Countie Pars ſeekes 
thee for his Wite, | - 

Nurce: A man young Ladie, Latie [i ſuch a man 45 all 
the world, why he is a man of waxe, 

Vs iſe: Veronaes Summer hathnot ſucha flower, 
Nurce: Nayhe & 4 flower,infſaitha very flower, 
Fife: Well Tnliet, how like you of Par:s lone. 
Luliet: Ilelooketolike, if looking liking mouc, 

gutno more deepe will I engagemine eye, = 
Thcn your conſent A Rica to-make it flie, 


F mater Clawus. 


Lich 


ye of Romeo and Iuliet. 


> Clowner Madilon you arecald. for, ſupper i reddie» 
the Nurce curſt in the Pantrie , all thenges in extreamitte- 
make haſt for I muſt be Tone towarte, 
Enter Makers with Romeo 414 4 Page. 
_ Ro:- What thail thus ſpecc 


h beeſpoke tor our ExCUuie? 
Or (hall we on without Apologie.- 
Zenuoleo: The dateisouret ach prolixitie, 
Weele hane no Cupi4hudwiacke ovika Scarie, 
|Bearinga T art ers paired bow of lath, |. | 
;Searingthe Ladies like #erow-keeper: | | 4 
Nor nowithoubegkeProloguetainilyſpoke — ime 


\Aker the P ; 
Bur letthem meakardd byvibaceddywrith:: 
Weeleineaſurethem amealure begone. 
| Rem: Atorchformelamnaer thus aumdJing, | 
| Beeingbutheauicl will bearethelighe.. 
Mer: Beleene me Romeo muſt have you daunce, 
Rom : Noe lbeleeuemeyoubaue dancing ſhouts 
F YWichnimbleſoles, I haucalouleof lead 
7 - Solakes meto the ground [ cannor flirre, 
Mex-"Givemeacaſeropurtmy vigeingr” tf 
* Aviforſcravilor;whar eavet Hoop TT 
 Whatc:: ion eyeitodeooimedeforipaie [ 

Rom: Give mea Torch, letrwantors lighrof hart ! 
Tickletheſencelesruſhes withtheirhceles:/- : 
Fur [ am provferbd witha Grapdlire anon at! bA 
Ne be a candicholder and looke on, | L041 L 
The 'gameEwavriere o-tairearid Lam done. | 

Mer: Twrdonthemouerhe Cunſtables 0'd word, 
I how beg rm, weele draw theefromthe mire. 
OiMVſarreuerevte lone wherein thouflick?, 

Leaue this taikey v, urne 624 hehbhere, |: . x 
2 SN  - | Ks Tay 


T he moſ? excellent T ragedze, 


. Rom: Naythats not fo, . Mer; 1 meanedirin dvlay, 
Ve burneour lights by gight,like Lampes. by. eay, 
7 T'ak eorr good meavingfor « our indgement lits 
arec umes aday,ere enceinhes right wits, | 
K-97: So we meane well by going ro the comin: 
Eut t ti: ani pad 95, O91 
: Why Romeo mayoneaskt} | 
"js | dreamradreame tehight: . 
2M 0: Ardfodidi, - Ram Why what was EL 
Aer: T hat dreamers ofren ic. | (rue, 


R exx: 1 bed 2 ſleepewhil@ahtydoe dreame things. 


Aer: Ah therifee QuecneMabbath on with you, 
Bex + Queene Mabwhars ſhe? 
Se 5 the Fairies Midwite anddoth come 


 1nſhapenobiggerthanan Apgat ſtone 
On the torefinger of a Burgotnaſter, 


EPrawne with atecme of litcle Acoomn, 

Attwartmens noſes when they lica ſleepe, 

Her waggon ſpokes aremadeot ſpinners webs, 

The coucr, of the winzes of Gralhopfers, 

The tiracesarethe Moone-ſtine warrie bearmes, 

The collers crickets bones,gthe laſh of ata \ 

Her waggoner is a fmall gray coated fic . 

 Nothaltelo big as is a lirthe worme, = 
Pickr from the laſie finger ot amaide, 


Andi. this fortſhe ious vp and downe 
Through Lovers braines,andthen they dream of lone 


O're Corriers knees: who firaiton 19 dr caing 
Ofce Ladies lips, who dreame on kifle* iran; 

Which oft theangrie Mab with biifers plagres, 
Pecauſetheir breathes withfweermears raizucd are: 


Sometimes ſhegallops orea Layers iap, 5 
7 A | | &n 


' 4a 
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of Romweh ond Lalits Af 


Ard then dreames be of fme!! porieaſire,) 
And [Omeumecomes ſrewnh wr ni Rh 
T ickiing a Parſonsnole thar bes aſkeepe 
Aud then dreames he of anvther Cnckoe:. 
Somerumed.epgallops urea fouldicrsnofe, | 

A.ndihen dreames he of cutting {urraine throats, 

Of breaches ambuſcados, courtermines, : 

O! heaithes fue tadowe deepe, andthenanon 
Drums in his cate : at which he ftarres and wakes, 

Aid (weares aÞrajer or ewoand { ecpes ag. e. 

T his1s that Vab thar makes maids lie enthcar beck ex, 
Ard proves them womenat goed cariage, (he night, 
Tl:is15the verie Mabthat plats cthemanes of Horſes in 
Ard plzrs the kleldcks infoule ſluttiſh haire, 

Which once vntarg'ed much miſrortunebreedes, 


Rem: Peace,peace, thoutalklt of nothing. 
Mer: Trueltalke of dreames, | 
Which arethe Chi drea of an idle braine, | 
Begor of nothing but vaine fantalie, / © | kJ 
Whichisavthinne 4. fubfiance ache aire; +» | + 
A: d mare inconſtantthanthe winde, _ | | 
V\ hich wooeseven now the frolebowels ofthenonh, 
Ard being angred priffes away inhafſte, _ | 
Tir: jog his-lace tothe dew-dropping ovtls:; ip" 
'Gen: Chme,come, this winde doth bluw vs from our 
Siapperisdoneardwe (hall cometoolate, // | 6) 
Ko: I ecretor carlie,fr r my minde M:1Hg12eC 
Some conſgqirente is- hanging inthe lars, þ 
Which birterly begjas his fearefulldaic - 
With this nights.a@anc's, 10d expieys the rerme 
C: adiſpil editc,ciulde in this brea(l, - 
By! {OE V.1UREUE hoe vilc death: ne Hh 


p ET. ——_ * "' ST *. C_—_ 3 F - ky r/ \ a 
Og". 25 ad y a = D » 7 3 p: Aa — FA 1, 76 <q. + age by - a6) x "ow *% *' Fc 4 p You 
% rs; per T_T ad ; ve 4 : OY J A  @yT. s k bo 4 . LEE . . - 
Ee fs ih 8 : ». "+> > yy \ q « i % e p x 
i 4 i s CET , 
RS . #-Y Wy _ 2 Y - # : & o a<_w—_— * 
wh \ : 6 . = b 
GY © % - 
he, - 


& 


| 
| - 
, 
[ 
£41 
> >| 


| Buchethat haththeffteer»ge of my courſe 


Good youths | faith.Ok youth's atolly 


T be moſt excellent T ragedie j 


Licects my latic, on luſtie Gentlemen. a 
E ntcr old Caputet with the <a BY 
C.154 : Welcome Gentlemenwelcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies ; that hane their toes viphagud with Corns 
Will ave about with you, ah hamy Miſtreſles, - 
\Wlich of youallwillnow refulerodance? 
Shee chat makes d ainrie, thee Iiefweare harh Corns, 


Am | comencereyouinow, welcome Gentlemen,wel- 


Mcre lights you knaues, &turnthelerables vp, (come, 
Andquench thefiretheroomeis growne roo hore, 
Ah {irra,this vnlookt for fpore comes well, 
Nay lit,nay fit, good Colen Capalet: 
For you and Farepaſt our ſtanding dayes, 
How long is it ſince you and { were % a Mas ke? 
"ih By Ladie tir tisthirtie yeares at leaſt, 
- Tis not ſo much,tisnotlo much, 
Tis 6 the mariage of Zucentro, 
Come Pentecoſt as quiickhe as It will, 
Some hue andrwenne yeares,and then ve miaske, 
Coſ:: Tis more, tis morehis ſonne iselder tar, 
Ca: Willyoutell methatic cannotbe ſo, 
His ſonne was buta Ward three yeares 


Rom: What Ladie is that that doth i vey: *+he hand 


Gf yonder Knight? Oiheedoth reach theyorches tc to © 


burnebripht! Gay 1 


It ſeemes (hehangs vponthe hacks ofvight 
| Likearichiewellinan #er%opseare,.” 


Beantie tavrich for vie,for earth too deare: 


 So{hines a ſnow-white Swameouping with Crowes, | 
 ASthis faire Lad: OE OO lhowecs, | 


The 
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| Now by theRocke and honor of my kin, 


of Romeo and Taljet,” '* 


The meafuredone, ilelvarchher place of tand, 
And touching hers, make bappbl my rude han 
Did my heart Jouetill now? f orſweare fight, 

I neucr ſaw true beautie till this night, 

T ib: This by his voice ſhould bea Mountague, 
Ferchme myrapier boy. W hat dares the ſlaue 
Come hither couer'd with an Anticke face; 
Toſcorne andiecreat our folemnitie? 


Toftrike him dead I hold tfornoftn, = 
Ca: Why how now Colen,whertfore ftorme you lo. 
Ti: Vnclethisis a Mountague our for, 
A villaine that is hether comein ſpight, 
To mocke at our ſulemnitie this night, 
Ca: Young Romeozis itnot? | 
Ti. Iris thatvillaine Romeo. | (man, 
Ca: Lechim alonehe beares him like a portlygenule: 
And toſpeake truth, Verona brags of him, 
As of a vercrous and welt gonern'd youth: 
I wouldnot forthe wea!th of all this towne, 
Here in mv houſe doo him diſparagement: 
Therefore bequiet tzkenonote ut him, 
Bcare a faire preſence,and put off theſe trownes, 
An ul beleerm 12 ſemblancetora feat, 
* 74: 1+, whenſuchavillaine is a gue, 
Leo; ingure him, 
Ca: He i-aive indured,cocto | fayheſhall, 
Afn Ithe )!after ofthehoule or you? 
Y--1= not indiiro tum? God thall mend my ſoule 
Yu, © 11: a mvtente amongftmy gueſts, 
You'leſer Cocke 1 hoope,you'te be the mar. 
Ti: Yncleris a flame, 


C | 4 


Ca: Gore. 


T he moſt excellent Tiraderie, 


C4: Goetoryorarcalancieknane,! - -- 

Thus tricke wil icath;you one day | kuuvy what: 

We"! iaid my tarres. Pequict 2018, «1 dr 1 

Mc retightY eknavegor | will make youqriet. -- (13g, 
T tvals: Patiencepertorce with wifullcholler meec- 

Mzkes my flett- tremble inthe defterentgrecuings: 

I will vi ith: draw, bur this mtruſion (tell 

Now icen;mg lweer;conuerttobuter gall. 

Rom: |t | prephane with my vivodrttie hard, 

This holic i! r1icghegent'c tinac is this: | 

My lipsewo biuſl ing Pi!grims weady flard, 

To lmocth the rovgh rouch with a gentle kille. 
1uli: Good Pilgrane youdvewrong your handitoe 

| V hich mannerly denorion (ewes bÞulus: © (mucty 

Fur Saints have hands which holyPalmers torch, 

And Palme to Palme ts huly Palmers kifle. 

 Kom: Hanenot Saiats lips and holy Palmers too? 
Juli: Yes Pilgrime lips that they muſt vic inpraier,' 


24444. Ro: Whythenfairelamr/et lips do what hard: doo, 


They pray, yee!d thou, !eaft faich rarocav dilſparc. | 
1s : S2i ts doe notimwoue though: grantaor praict 
tur(ake, , 6 <a . 


' Ro:, Then moonetor rill mypraiers efſeQ I rake, 
Thusfrom m y bps,m1 yours my hinis prrgde. 


1s : i henhanemny bps the ſ1ihtharchey Þ+1 ce rocke, 

Ro: Sinneſrom my i1ps, Otreſpafle lweeily vigde! ' 
Give me my l1nne agane. | 

/ A: Y-mkile by che b-:oke. 

Ni-rle: Ma ame your mother calles, 

Rom: V\ hatis her mciher? 

Nurſe : Marrie Batch? ler ver mother « the $a tics bs 
boaſe,an1 A good Le1y,and ane, and 4 verineus, 1 wſ 
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of Romeo and 1ilieh, 


BY daughter that youtalkt with _all, 1 tellyou , hethat wan 


3 hold {of her ſhall hane the chinkes, 
Tr : 15ſhea Menntaguri Oh dezre Account, 
My lifeis my focs thrail. 
Ca: Nay gentlemen prepare nctto begone, 

Wehaue arr 10iog toolith banquet towards. 
They whiſper mm his ears, 

1 pray you ler meintrcar you- Is it ſo? | 

VVclithen :thanke you honeſt Gentlemen, 

[ promiſe you but for your company, . 

t would have bin a bedanhoure agoe: 


Light tomy chamber hoe. 
| Excunt, 


1s]: Nurie, what is yonder Gentleman? 
Nur: T bc Anrted nvvef old Tiberio, 
| Iu!: Whuts hethat now is goirgovt of dore? 
- *Nus: That 4s / thinke s Jong Petruchio, (dancd 
1«ls Whats hethat toilowes there that woudnot 

Nur: / knore not. 

Il : Goelearnehisname, the te rwaricd, 
My grauc is like ro be my wedding bed. 

Nur: Hi same & Romeo ana 4 Moumtague, the onely 

ſonne of your ereat encimie. 

Jul. My onely Lore ſprung {rem my onely hate, 
To eaily ſcencvoknouwnea'd knownetou late, 
Prodiztous birth of lovers this to me, 

7 hae! | hould loue a loathed cnemic. 
Nurſe: / Y nats the? whats that? 
Tat: Nothing Nurſe but arime 1 learnt even now of 


ouet dancſt with. 
Nurſe : Come your —_——— for you, 1 le goes lorg 
wh Jon, Kxcunts. 


Ent 


T IT excellent Tragddie, 


WK: nter Forres alone, 


Ro: Shall I goe "VOP and my hearris her e? 
T urne backe dull carth at;d hnde thy Center our, 
Enter Benkolto Mercitio, 
Ben: Romen,my colen Romes: 
Mer: Doeſt.nou heare heis wiſe, 
Voon my life he hath tolne himhomero bed, 
Ben: Hecamethis w ay,and leapt _ Orchard wall. 
Call good Merc, = 
Mer: Call, nay lle coOrmretoo. 
Komeo,madman humor: palsion;tiner, appoarethou; m 
lIizenes of aftgh: ſpeek but one rime & I am fatiſhed,cry 
bit ay me, Pronounce but Loue and Done , ſpeaketo 
my goſlip /Venw one faire word , onenickname for her 
piirblinde ſonne and heireyoung Abraham: Cupid hee 


_thariſhotfſo trim when young King Cophetua loned the 
begger wench . Hee heabes menor. I coniure theeby 


Rofalimaes bright eye, ligh forehead, and ſcar'et lip, her 
prettie ſoote,ſtraichr lee, ,and quiveringthigh, and the 
demaines that there adiacem lie , that in thy likeneſſe 


thon appeareto Vs. 


Ben : 1; hedoc heate deethou wilt arger kit. 
Mer : Turthis canrot anger tiim, marr:e it one ſhuld 


 Taiſeaſpiritin his Miſtris circle of ſome firarge fathjon, 
making th 1eretoftandrillifhehadlaidit, and coolt:rde 


*downe. tiiats\ ecreſumeſpite. Alwinnocation is faire 
and hone, ancin hiSMilins name I commre onybur 


wore - 76458 | 
Pen: We'' ne bah! 11G! x nlelte among!t thoſe ;"> hs 


Tot: ako med whhithehunmeraust, whe,” ** 1 


- "BlikJcinkis" SSAL d belt belrs the dathe, | 
| Af ov « 


of Romeo and Juliet... 


Mer : If lone be blind,loue will not hit the marke,- 
Now will he ſit vnder a Mcdier rec, 
And wiſt: his Mitris were that kinde of frvite, 
As maidescall Mcdlers when they laugh alone, 
Ah Romeo that (he were, ahthat ſhe were » "7 
An open Et cetera,thoua poprin Pezre, 

Romeo God night, itt tomy rrundle bed: 

This field beds too cold tor: mee. 

Come lets away, fortis but vaine, | 

To leekelim here rhat meanes not tobe found. 

Ro : Heieſts at (cars that never felt awound: 

Bur ſo{t,whar ligtt forth yonder window breakes? 
Itis rhe i_aſard / xl14t 15 the Sunne, 

Arilc taire > nne, and killthe emnous Moone 
That iz alreadie ficke,ard pale with gricle: 
T hat thou: ter maid , art {ar more fairethan ſhe, ' 
Penotlier maide fince (hets enutous, 

Her ve;ta!l lieric is but pale and greene, 

And none but too!es doe weareit, caſtit off. | 

She ſpeakc3,but ſheſayes nothing, Whar of that? 
Hcr eyc dicorrſcth,l will anſwereir, 

I am toc bo!d,tisnot to me (he ſpeakes, 

Two ol the faireſt ſtarres1n allthe skies, . 
Hauing ſume buſines, doe entrezt her cyes | 

To twinck!e in their (pheares till they rerurne, 
What if her eyes. weretherethey inker head, 
The vrightnes of hercheekes would (Fame thoſeſtars: 
As day- tick dotha Lmipe, her cyes in heauen, 
Would throvgi the airie region f'rezme(o bright, 
That bir des would ſivg, ard thipke it were ror night, 
Oh now (he lcaneshercheckes vpon herkang , 


I would 1 were the gicuetothatiame hand, _ 


\ TakeallIhave, 


b: Call me butloue,and 11” 


* Doeſtſtumble onmy counſaile? 


"NM y name deare Santis hatcfullromy'ſelte, 


The ſl r:dg6/lomb fY aneie : 


Thit I mjzhtkive that checke, 
Iul: Ayme. * 


i.om: Shi ſpenkes, Oh (peake agrine bright Angell: \ 
For thous as glorious tg thisnight beeing over my 


As 15 a winged meflengerjot heanen (head, 
Vnrto the oF uzev prurned| woondring eyes, | 
Of mortals that tall backe togazesn him, /: 
When he beſtrides tbe laſiepating cloudes, 
Andlailes vponthe bufome of themre, - 
[ul :' Al & omico, Romeo, wheretore art thou Romeo? 
Denie thy Father,andrefuſethy name, 
Orif thou yi jor be but iam my lou, 


Andileno longer be a Capy/et.. , 
Kom: Shall Theare moze,or ſhall I ſpeake to this? 


 Tul: Tiz butthyname| that 15 mine enenue, 
WharyATeuntogve: ? Itis nor bandnortoute, 


Nor arme,nor face, nor any other part. 


Whats ina name> That which we'call a Roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet: . 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 
RetainethediuineperſeRtion he owes: 
Withoutthattitie Romeoſpartthyname, 
And tor that name winch1sno part of thee, 


word, . | 

enew. Baptiſde, - 

Henceforth Inener will he Rome, | 
1«:\Vhar man art thow,that thus beskrindin "”_ 


Rom: ] takethee — 


Ro: By aname I know/not how to tell thee, 


Poankini 15 an encuueto hee, 


of Romeo and 7 aliet. 


HadTit written I wouldteare the word. "ug! 
Tut: My cares havenot yet rnb) a hundred words 

Ot that tongues viterance,yet d pany: the ſound: 

Arcthou not Romeo and a Mountaene? + 

Ro- Neyther faire Saint, if eyther thee diſpleaſe, 

14: How camſtthou hether, tell me and wherlore? 
The Orchard walles arehighand hardro clime, 
Andthe place — who thouart, 

If any s my kinſmen tindetheehere. 

Ro: Py loues light winges did I oreperch theſe wals, 
For ſtonie limits cannot hold loye out, - i 
And what loue can doo,that dares loue attempt, 
Therefore thy kinſmenarenolertome, _- 

Tul : It they doe finde theethey will murder thee. 

Ro: Alas therelies morepernill mthine eyes, 
Then tiwentie of their ſwords, lookethou but lweere, 
And I am proote againſt their enmitie. __ here 

1«: I would not for the wor!dthey (huld find thee 

Ro: 1 hauenights cloak to hidethee from their ſight, 
And but thou love melet them finde mehere: 

For lite were better ended by their hare, 
Than death proroged wanting of thy love. | 
' 1«: By whoſedireQtions foundſtthou ourthis place, 
Ro: By loue,who firſt did prompt me toenquire, 
I he gaue me counſfaile and 1 lent him eyes. 
I am no Pilot: yer werr thou as farre 
As that valt ſhore,waſht with the furtheſt ſea, - 
I would aduenture for (uch Marchandiſe. 
1ul: Thou knowſt the maſke of nightis on myface, 
Els would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeks: 
For that which thou hafte licard me ſpeake tonight, 
Faine would 1 dyycll on forme, faine tainedenie, 


» 


iS And ther efore thou matic! 


T he wal anno." ie, 


Ky What Thane! woke: but! orevvel complements. ! !. 
Doc thoulgue me? Nay know thou lay l, 
And | wilktakathy word: WEe thou bw cork, 
Thou mateil prouc tailes, | N 
At Louetsperuries they ſay Jogeſi es. 
Ahpert'e Koweo, ifthou but pronoueceic aithfully: 
Ort thou thinke-Lain roy eaſely wonne, - 
I'c irowneandſay.theenay and beipernerie, 
Sothou wi! 't wo0e:bijtels not torthe word, 
 Intruchlaice Monntagie, you tao fond, | 
hinkemy -haviour igat: 
But tryſtmegentleman nh aire 
Thanthey thathavemoreunniges be! _ 
ISwoty! tHwebin dbcontelle,''; 14 - 2 
lar tweak wars -:!,* ..” 
 Myrrueloues Paſsidn: theretore pardon me, 
And! ION yeeiching' 
Whictthie daitk lo! 
Ro By hap 21677 Mdenolaeare,sr 
Thattips weak fiivetalltheſetruittrees 10p*, | 7 
[u!;: Olvearenotbythe Moonethe vnconſtant 
| Thatmonthliochangethinhercitciedurbe, (Muvne, 
| Lextihathyloveprouelikeni Mo [x 
Ka: Nowby: * 
Til: Naydoonotſwear all, 
Orif thou "ans ,avearc by thy glericusſelfe 
Which arrthieGadaf m7 wire, 24: ; 
; And 1i'cbeleeuethee!- | T9 INDE ©AJC 771 
MET {T7 16-my rruchares! I mol Dn 
«1ul. 5 xc4renorat al, 
I have imailtohan 
Ic is tua natbjxooſodaine, 
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of Remeo and 1 itt 


Too likethe lightning that doth cce tobce * 
Ere one canlay it tightens. I heare ſome comming 
Deare lot e adew,fweer 370uptazucbe true, 
Stay buralmleangil e come apgaine. 
Ro: Oblelled bieffed night, 1 tear cbcing nizhr, 
 Alltins1s but adreame I heareandiee, 
Too flattering true to be ſubitantiall. 
Inj: T kree wordes good Romeoand good night in- 
If that hv bent of done be honourab!e? Ticed 
Thy PU pol < marriage, lend me word to morrow 
By one1l:at ie procuretocometo thee: 
Where 2nd what time thou wilt pertorme that right, 
And ai my fortunes at thy focteite lay, '- 
And fottow thee my Lord through evinhs world. 
 Ko7 Lowegoes Sona loue like (choolebo) esirom 
;  themmbookes, | 
But lonefrom jour, to ſchoole: with heauic lookes. 
lalyi Kozzeo;Romen,O tor ataikners voice, | 
Tolvrethis Tailell gemic backe againe: 
Bondage is hcarſeand maynot crie aloud, 
Es Would | tearethe Caue where Fecho lies 
And make her airie voice as hoarle as mine, i.) 
Withrepetition of my Rameos name. 49x! 2 1133216. 
Romeotr (i. 29390 6 
Ro: Iris my (cuterhar call6x opon myname, 
How {1!:ertweet ſound loucrs tong es mn bus. © 
Igl: Romeo? 


Ro: Madame,t 298.2 35} | 
Jul: fArwhat aclocke to WOES INT han! ind 
Ro: Atthehoureof anne, | & 

Tu/: twill not faile,tis ewentie yeares til/thens. 
Romeo i hauetorgorwhy Ldid call thee backe, - 2 2- | 


1? D 3 | Rom: 
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For nought lo vile,that vile on carthdoth live, | +, +; 


T he moſt excellent Trazcate, 


Rom: Ler meſtay here till you remember ir. 

Til : Tikallforgettohavethee ſtill Raichere, 
Remembring how I louethy companie, 

Rom : Andile ſtay (till co baite thee ftill forger, 
Forgetting any other home bur this. 

Iu: Tis almoſt morning [ would havetheegone, 
But yetno turther then a wantons bird, 
Who lets it hopalittlefrom her hand, : 
Like a pore priloner in his/twifledgiues, 

And witha like thred pub it backe againe, 


 Toolouvingicalous of his liberrie, 


Ro: Would 1 were oo bird, 
.Tul: Sweetlo would], F-3 

Yet 1 ſhould killthee with much cherriſhing thee. 

Good night,good night, parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 

T hat I ſhall ſay good night till it be morrow, (breaſt, 
Rom: Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace on thy 

I would that Ll were {leepand peace of ſweet toreſt, . 


| NowwillI tomy Gholtly tathers Cell, 


His help to craue,and my good hap to tell, 
Enter + rier France.” (n phe, 
Frier : Thegray ey'd morne ſmiles on the frowning 
Checkring the Eaſterne clouds with fireakes of light, 
And flecked darkenes like adrunkard reeles, 
From forth daies path, and T 1tans herie whecles? 
Now erethe Sunne aduance his burning eye, 


The world to cheare, ard nights darke dew todrie 


We muſt vp fill this valicy Cage of ours, 

With baletull weeds, and precious iuyced flowers, 
Oh mickleis the poygerfull grace thar lies 
In hearbes, plants, ſtones, andtheir truequalities: 


Bur 
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But totheearth ſome ſpeciall good duth give: 
Nor noughrſugood,bur firaind from that faire vie, 
Reno!ts to vice ;n {ſtumbles on abute: 
Vertue it ſeite turnes vice being milapplied, 
And vice ſometimes by action digaihed, | 
Wihiathe infant rinde of this ſmall Rower, 
Poiſon hath relidenceand medecinepower: 
For this being (melt tov, with that " cheares ech hart, 
Being raficd aies allſences with the Þarrt. 
Twof:cn oppoſed foes incampethern ſtill, 
In man as weil as herbes,graceandrude will, 
And wherethe worler is predominant, 
Full {gone the canker death eats vp that plant. 
Rom: Good morrow to my Ghoſtly Conſeffor. 
Fri: Benedic;tr, what earlic rongue fo ſoone (aluterh 
Yongſonneit argues a diftempered head, (me? 
Soloone to bid good morrow to my bed. 
Care keepes his warchin cuerie old mans eye, 
And where care lodeeth, {Jeep can never lic: + 
Bur where vnbruſed youth with vnſtutt braines 
Doth couch his limmes, there golden {]cepe remaines: 
Thereforethy earlines doth me aſſure, 
T hou art vprowſ'd by ſome diſtemperature. 
Or it nor(o, thea herel hic irrigh 
Our Romeahathnot bina bed tonight. 
 Ro:Thelaſt was rrue, the ſweeter reſt vas mine, 
Fr: God pardon fin,wertthou with R of altze? 
Ro: With Roſaline my Ghoſtly fatherno, 
Ihaue forgot that name,and that names woe. (then? 
#ri: Thats my good ſonne: but where haſt thou bin 
Ro:.1telltheeerethonaske it me againe, ' ' | ' // 
I haue bin feaſting with mine cnemie: 


Where 


T he moſt excellent Trace, 


Where on the ſodaine one bath wounded mee 


T hats by me wounded, both our remedics 
With in thy he'p and holy philickeles, 


1beareno hatred bleſſed man :forloe. 


J My interceſsion likeviſe ſteades my foe. 


' By holy marriage: where,ard when,and how, 


-» Theſunnenor yer thy ſighes irom heaven c! my 
. Thyoldegrones = yetin my ancient cares, 
; And loevponthyc 


| Thouand theſe woes wereall for Roſalrve, 1 > . 
And artthou changde, pronounce th'iyſentence then 


Frier: Be plaine my (onne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling conteſsionfindes bur ridling (rift, | 
Rum: Then plainely khow my harts deareJoue is (et 
On thefaire daughter of rich Capuler: 


As mine on hers,lo hers likewiſe on mine, 


And all contiing. (anewhatthou muſt combine 


We met,we woo d,and made exchange of vowes, 
IVecell thee as 1 paſſe: Butrhis I pray, 
That thou conſent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri: Holy S. Frans, whatachangeis here? 
1s Re/alinewhome thou didit loue lo deare 


| Soſooneforſooke, lo yorg mens loue then lies 
Nortruelieintheir harts,bttintheir eyes, 

| Jeſu Maria, what atleve of brine 

. Hath waſhr thy lal/ow cheekestor R 2/aline? 

How much falt water caſtaway in waſle, 


Toſeafon loue, that of love dothnot taſte, 


ceke theftaine doth fit, | 


Of an oldtearethat is norwaſheoff yer, |! + 
If cuer thou wert thus, and theſc woes thine, 


yfal, when ther'snoſtrengthin men, 


 Wom enm 


or "Thou cluditme oft for loving Roſaline. 
Frier: 


0 f Romeo and I uiet. 


Fr : Fordoating, not for louing, papinins mine. 
Hm: : And badi meburic loue, 

+ Notina graue, 1 
Tolsy one in anotherout tohaue, 

Rom : 1 pree thee chide not, ſhewhom Tloue now 
Doth grace for grace, and loue forloue allow: 
1 " oor did not ſo, 
-* Oh ſhe knew well _ 

Thy ae didread by rote, and could not | *Y 
But come yong Wauerer, come goe with mee, 
In onereſpettllethy al; iltant bee: 
For this alliaunce may ſo happie proue, 
Totwne your Houſholdsrancourto pure loue, £ xexnr. 


wat 


Enter e WMercrtio, Bennolio. 


e Mer: Why whats become of Romeo ? came henot 
home to nrehe ?. | 
Ben : Nottohis Fathers I ſpake with his man. 
Her : Ahthat ſame pale hard hearted wench, that Po- 
-Torments him {o, that he will ſire run mad, ( ſalunc 3 
*« e Mer: Tybaltthe Kinſman of olde Capoler 
Hath ſent a Letter ro his Fathers Houſe: 
Some Challenge on my life, 
Pen: Romeo Willanſwere it, 
Aer : T, anie man that can write may anſwere a letter, 
Ben : Nay, he will anſwere the bers makſterif hee bee 
challenged, \ 
eMer : Who, Komeo? why he is dlreadiedead': Aabd 
with a white wenches blacke eye, ſhot thorough the care 
with a loue ſong, the verie pinne of his heartcleft with the 
blinde bow-boyesbur-ſhafc. And! . Fe manto encounter 
Ty batt ? 
Ben : Why whatis Tybalt ? | 
Mer : More thanthe prince of cattes I can tell you. Oh b- 
he is the couragious capraine of A Cato, he [24 
E fhohts = 
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fightes as you (ing pricke-ſong , keepes time dyſtance and 
proportion,refts me his minum reſt one two and the thirde 
11 your bolo:negtheverybuicher of a ſilken button,a Duel - 
lift aDucllift,a gentlemanof the very firſt houſe of che firlt 
and [ccond caule, ah thc immortall Paſlado, the Punto re- - 
ucrſo,che Hay, _ | 

Ben: Thc what? © 

Ae: The Poxc of ſuch limping antique affeting fan- 
taiticocs theſe new tuners of accents. By Iclu a very good 
blade,averycall man,a yery good whoore, Why graund- 
fir is not this a milerable 6/4. it weſhould beſt] afflicted 
- with thele ſtrange flies: theſe faſhionmongers, theſe par- 
donmees, that ſtand ſo much oa the new forme , that rhey 
cannot ſite at caſe on the old bench.Ohtheir bones , theyr- 
bones, 

Ben, Heere comes Roweo, 


Aſn: Without his Roe, hike adryed Hering. Ofleſhfleſh 
how artthou fiſhified. Sirranow is he forthe numbers that 
Petraich flowdin : Leure to his Lady was but a kitchin 
drudg,yct ſhe had a better loucto berime her:Didoa dow- 
_ dy Cleopatra a Gyphie, Hero and Hellen hildings and harle- 
tries: h:ſote agray eye ar ſo,bur not to the purpoſe. Signior 
Romeo bon tour,there is'a Freach curtefie to your Freach 
flop : yee gaue vs the counterfeit fairely yeſternight, 
Rom: What countetfeir Ipray you? 
Mc: The ſliptheſlip,can younot conceiue? 
Roms: I cry you mercy my bulines was great,andin fuch 
a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine curtehe, =» 
|  Mers Ohthatszsmuch tolay asſuch acaſe as yours wil 
conſtraine a man to bow in the hams. 
Rem: A moſt curteous expolition. 
\ Mc: Why Tamthe very pinke of curtehie. 
Rom: Pinke for flower} 
Aer: Right. | 
Roz: Then is my Pumpe well flour'd: 
Aer: Well ſaid, follow m# nowe that ieſt till thou hai 
worne 
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worne out thy Pumpe, that when the ſingle ſole of itis worm 
the 1eft may remaine after the wearing ſolie ſinguler, 

Row: Otingle ſoald ielt ſolic finguler forthe finglenes. 
Me. Come between vs 200d Bemwolro,for my wits faile, 
Rom:S wits and ſpurres,{ſwics & ſpurtes,or Ile cry a match. 

Mm: Nay ifthy wits runne the wildgooſe chaſe, Ihaue 


done : for 1 am ſure thou haſt more ofthe gooſe in one of * 


thy wits, than T hauc in al my five: Was I with youthere for 
the gooſe? 
Row: Thou wert neuer with me for any thing, when 
thou wert not with me for the gooſe, 
Me: We bite thee by the care forthatieſt. 
Rom: Nay good gooſe bite not. 
Mer: Why thy wit isa bitter ſweeting,z moſt ſharp ſauce 
; Row: And was it not well ſeru'd in to a ſweet gooke? 
An: Oh heere is a witte of Cheuerell that (trercherh 
from anynch narrow to anell broad, 
Rom: I fretcht it ourforthe word broad, whichaddedta 
the gooſe, proues thee faire and wide a broad gooſe, 
Mer:Why is notthis betternow than groning for loue ? 
why now art thouſociable,now art thou thy ſelte, nowe art 
thou what thou'art,as wel by arte as nature, This driveling 
loue is like a greatnaturall,that runsvp and downe to hide 
b:s bable in a hole, S 
Ben: Stop there. pet HR 
e Ms: Why thou wouldſt have me Mopp my tale againſt 
the haire, K 
Ben: Thou wouldſthaue madethy taletoo long? 
Aer: Tut manthou art decciued, I meant to make it 
ſhort, for I was come to the whole depth of my talc?and 
meant indeed to occupie the argument no longer. 
Rom: Heers goodly geare, il 


Enter T\ urſe and her man, 


Aer: A faile,a faile,a faile, TS 62-4 
E 2 | Ben: Two 
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Bn :\T 0, two, aſhirt 4nd a ſmocke,” 
P\ ur ; Tcter, pree thee giue me my fan. 
Aler : Preethce doo good Peter, to hide her face: for 
berfannc 4s the fairer of the two. 
Nur: God ye goodmorrow Gentlemen. 
- Ater: God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman- 
Nw: Is it gody-gooden Ipray you. 
ler: Tisuo lclcIafſure you, forthe baudie handof 
 thediallis euen now vpon the pricke of noone, 
Nuvs : Fie, whats man isthis ? 
Rem : AGentleman Nurſe, that God'hath made for 
himſclfeto marre.. | | 
_ . Nur : By mytroth well ſaid : for himſelfe to marre 
 quothhe? I pray youcan anie of you tcllwhere one maic 
hade young Romeo? - WW 
Rom: Ican: but yong Remeo will bee elder when you 
haue found him, than he was when youſoughthim, Iam 


the yongelt of that name for fault of a worlſe. 


Nur: Wellſaid, 


* 


-, Mer: Yea,istheworlt well? maswell noted, wiſc. 
ly, wiſcly. Ay 31 | hd 
Nu: If you be he fir, I defire ſome.conference with ye, 

Ben ; O, belike ſhe meanesto inuite him to ſupper, 
Mer: So ho, Abaud, abaud, a baud, 
Rem : Why what haſt found man ? | 
e Her: Nohare fir, yalefleitbeaharein alenten pye, 
that is ſomewhat ſtale and hoare ereit beeaten, 


| He _ them, and ſings. 
And an olde hare hore, and anolde hare hore 
-  4sveriegoodmeatein Lent: 
But a hare chats hoareis tog much for a ſcore, 
if ithore ere itbe ſpent. 
You! come to your fathers to ſupper? 
Rom: 1 will, | 
Mer ; Farewell ancient Ladie, farewell ſweeteLadie: 


 Exceunt Benwolio, Meroutio. 
| Nm: 
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Nur : Marry farewell. Pray what Caucie merchant was 
this that was ſo full of his roperipe? | A418 
Rem: AgnilemanNurſethat louestohcare himſelfe | 
talke, and will ſpeake more in anhoure than hee will tand- 
to1na month, | 
Nr : If heeftandto anie thing againſt mee, I'e rake 
him downe if he were luſtierthanhe is : if I cannot take him 
dovwne, Ilc finde them that ſhall :| I am none ot his Rurt= 
gills, I am none of his skaines mates. 
She turn's to Peter her mar. - 
And thou likea knaue mult ſtand by, and ee cuerieTacke 
vic me athis pleaſure. = if | | 
Pet : 1 fcc nobodie vie you at his pleaſure, if Thad, T | 
would loone hauc drawen+ you know my toole is as ſoone 
out as anothers if 1 ſee time andplace, 
| Nur: Nowafore God he hathſo vext me, thateuerie 
member about me quiuecrs-: ſcuruie/Jacke. But as I ſaid, my 
[adie bad me ſ{ecke ye ont, and'what ſhee had me tell yee, 
that Ile keepe to my ſelfe: but if youſhould lead herinto a 
faoles paradice as they faye, it were a verje groſle kinde of 
behauiouras they lay, for the Gentlewom anisyong. Now 
if you ſhould deale doubly with her, it were veric weake 
dealing, andnot tobe offered to anje Gentlewoman, 
Rom : Nurſe, commend metothy L:dic, tell her pro- 
teſt, | | 
"ur : Goodheart: yfaith Le tellherſo: ohſhewill be = 
ajoyfull woman. | | 
Kom : Why, what wilt thoute!lher?  _. 
Nur : That youdoo proteſt: which (as Ttake it) is a 
Gentlemanlike profter. Ih + |] 
Rom : Bid her ger leaue tomorrow morning 
Tocome to ſhrift ro Frier Laurence cells 
And (taythou Nurſe behinde the Abbey wall, 
My man ſhallcome to thee, and bringalong 
The cordes, made like atackled Rtaire, 
Whichto the hightop-gallane 4 myioy 
>] 
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' Muſtbe mycondudt inthe ſecret nighe. 
Hold, take that forthy paines, | - 
Nur: No, notapenictruly. 
Rem: 1fay you lhallyor chule. 
| Nur: Well, tomorrow morning ſhe ſhall not faile. 
Rem : Farewell, be cruſtie, and Ile quite thy paine, Exit 
Nay :' Teter,take my faune, and goe before, £x.9mmncs. 


Enter Init. 


71: Theclocke Nrokenine when I did ſend my Nurſle 


| Tahalfe an boure ſhe promitt to recurne. 


Perhaps ſhe carmor finde him. Thatsnot ſo, 
Oh ſhes lazic, Loues heralds ſhould bethoughes, 
Andrunne more ſwift, than haſtie powder fierd, 
Do:h hurric from the fearfull Cannonsmouth. 
Enter Norſe, 

Oh now ſhe comes. Tellme gentle Nurſe, 
Whatſayes my Loue? + 

N#r : OhI am wearie, lermee reſta while, Lord how 
my bones ake. Oh wheres my man? Giueme ſome aqua 
Vit. | 
[ul]: I would thouhadſcmy bones, and Ithynewes, | 

Nur : Fie, whata taunt haue! had: and my backe a to« 
ther ſide. Lord, Lord, what a caſe amlI in, 

7:1: Bur teil me [weertNutle, what ſayes Roweo * 

Nur : Romeo, nay, alas youcannot chule a man, Hees 
no bodice, heis not the Flower of curcelie, he isnot a proper 


man: andfora hand, and a foote, and a baudic, wel gothy 


#- — bcates ? | 


way wench, thouhaſt itifaich, Lord, Lord, how my head 
lui: What of allthis ? tell me what ſayes be toour ma- 
riage ? = [14M 
Nur: Marry he fayes like ah honeſt Gentleman, and a 
Kinde, and I warrant a yertuous; wheres your Mother 7 
Jul: Lord, Lord,how odly thoureplictt ? He ſaieslike a 
58 kinde 
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kinde Gentleman, and an honeſt, [4nd a yertuous ; wheres 
your mother ? 

Nur: Marry come yp, cannot you ay 2 while? is this 
the poultcſle formine aking boancs ? nextarrant _ haue 
done, even doot your ſelfe, 

Iul: Nayſtay fweerNu ſe, I doo intreatethce now, 
What ſayes myLoue, my Lord , My Romeo ? 

Nur : Goc, hycyou ftrai oh to Friar Laurence Cell, 

And frame a Culerhar you mult goe to ſhrift : 

Thete (tayes a Bridegroowe tomake you a Bride. 

Now comes the wanton blood vpin your cheekes, 

I muſt prouide a ladder made of Pye 

With which your Lord muſt clime a birdesneſt oone, 

I mult take painesto further your delight, 

m__ mult bcarethe burden ſoone at night, 
thisnewespleaſc you now ? 

[ul: Howdoth her latter words reuiue my hart, 
Thankes gentle Nurſe, difpatchthy bufines, 


Andlle not faile ro mcete my Romeo. Exeurt, 


Enter Romeo, Freer. 

Row: Now Father Lawrence, inthy holy grant 
Conhſtsthe good of me and Inber. 

Fr : Without more words I will dooall I way, 
To make you happie if inmeitlye, | | 
: [his morning here ſhepointed we! ſhould meet,” 
And me” umare thoſe neuer partin bands; 

Witnes of our harts loue by 1 toyniny hands, 
And come ſhe will. .. | 
Fr:l geſle ſhe will indeed, _ 
Youths loue is quicke, ſu ifier than ſwifteſt ſpeed. 
Emer Iultet ſomewhat ſaft ,nd  embracerh Remeo, 
Sce where ſhe comes. 
So lighr of foore nere hurts he roden flower: 
Of loue and ioy, [ce ſee the —_ oe 
Iu; Rowen, 


Rom: : 
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Rom: My [uliet welcome. As doo waking eyes 
(Cloaſd in Nights mylts) attendthe trolicke Day, 
So Romeohath expected lubiet, | | 
Anda thou rt come. Y 
7al: Tam (it I beD-y) bil, 

Come to uy Sunne: ſhine foorth, and make me faire, 

Rom : All bcautcous fairnes Ewelleth inthine eyes, 
Jul: Ramcatromthineall brightnes doch ariſe, © - | 

Fr ; Comme wantons, come, the ſtealing houres do pale 


Detcr imbracementstill lome ficrertime, 


Part for a while, you ſhall not bealone, 


T ll holy Church haue ioynd ye þoth in one, 
: "Rom: LeadholyPFather, alldelay ſeemeslong. 
1ul: Makehaſt, make haſt, this lingringdoth ys wrong. 
Fr: O, ſottand faemakes ſweeteſt worke they lay. 
Halt is a common hindreriacroile way. Exeunt ommer. 


Enter Benuo:u9, Mrremtio, 


Fen: Iprecthee good 1{-rqwtiolets retire, 
The day ishot, the Capels are abzoad, | | 

Mer: T hou artlike one of thole, that when hee comes 
into the confines of a tauerne, Flaps me his rapier on the 


baord, and fayes, God ſend me no.need of thee : and by 


the operation of the next cup of wine, he drawes it on the 
_ drawer, when indeedthere is noneed. - 


Ben: Amllike ſucha one? | 

«© 1:#: Go too, thouart as hotaIlacke being mooude, 
and as ſoone mooude to be moodig,and as ſoone moodicto 
be mooud, | 

Ben: Andwhattoo? | _- 

Mer: Nay, and there weretwo ſuch, wee ſhouldhaue 
none thortly. Didſt not thou fall our witha man for crack- 


.- ingot nuts, hauingnoother realon, but becauſethou hadlt 
| halill eyes? whateye bur ſuch eye would have ptckt out 


for coughing, becaulc hec 


tuch a quarreil? With anocher 
' Wakd 
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wakd thy dogge thatlaye a ſleepe inthe Sutine ? With 2 
TR for wearing his new dublert before Eafter: and 
with another for tying his new ſhoes with olde nbands, 
Andyetthou wilt forbid me of quarrelling, 


Ben: By my head heere comes a Cpoler, 


Enter Tybatt.. 

Mer: By my heeleI care not. 

T y6: Gentlemen a word with one of you, 

Aer: Butone word with one of vs? You had beſt couple 
it with ſomewhat,and make it a word anda blow, 
Tyb: Iam aptenough to that it | haue occaſion. 
Mer: Could you not trake occaſion? 
T yb: Aſcrentio thou conſorts with Rome? 
Me: Conſort Zwounes confortithe (laue wil make fid- 
{ers of vs, If you doefirra,look for nothing but diſcord :For 
heeres my fiddle-Riicke. 


| Enter Romeo. , 
” Ty Well exce be __ ou, heere _ my man, 

Mer But It be han agent if he weare your lyuery: Mary 
go before into the field,and he may be your fo ollow er, loin 
that ſence your worſhip may call him man, | 

' T 5b: Romeothe hate | beare to thee canaffoord no bet» 
ter otts then theſe, thou art a villaine. | 

Rom: Tybalt the louc I beare to thee,doth excuſe tle 
appertaming rage to ſucha word: villaine ain 1 none, ther 
fore I well perceive thou knowlt me not. 

T yb; Bace boy this cannot ſerue thy turne, aqd therefore 

drawe. 

Ro: Idoe protelt neue iniured thee, but louc thee bet- 


terthan thou canſt deuiſe,till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of 
my loue, 

Aer: © diſhonorable vile ſubmiſſion. Alaſfichads carics 
itaway, You Ratcatcher,come backe,come backe. 


T ys: What wouldeſt with me? 
FE bj 4 Alter: 


T he excelle it T ragedie 


Mer: Nothing King of Cates, but borrow one of your 
nine liues,th:refore come drawe your rapier out of your 
ſcalard,lcalt mine be about! your cares erc yoube aware. 

Rem : Stay Tibalt, hould Mercnutio : Bennolo beate 


: 
! 


downe their weapons | | 


; 
: 


Tb at onder Romeas arme thruſts ers 
catio,nnand flyes, 

er: Ihe gone,bath hee nothing ? A poxe on your 
houſes, | 

Rom: What art thou hurt man, the woundis not deepe, 

Mer ; Noe not ſo deepe as a Well, nor ſo wideas 2 
barne doorc,but it will ſerue warrant. What meant you to 
came betweene vs? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Rem: Ididall for the beſt, 
e Mer: Apoxcot your houſes , Iam fairely dreſt. Sirra 
oe fetch me a Surgeon, | | 

Boy: Igoe my Lord. | 

Her: Iampepperdfor this world,T am ſped yfaith, he 
hath made wormecs meate of me, & ye aske forme to mor- 
 rowyou ſhall finde me a graue-man.A poxe of your houſes, 
I ſhall befairely mounted ypon foure mens ſhoulders : For 
your houſe of the eAdountegnes and the Capolets :and then 
lome peaſantly rogue,ſome Sexton, ſome baſe ſlaue ſhall 
write my E irapth,that Tybale came and broke the Princes 
Lawes, and Mercutio was ſhin for the firſt and ſecond 
cauſe, Wher's the Surgeon? | 

- Boy: Hee's come A TED 
Mer: Now heele keepe amumbling in my gurs onthe 


- 
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other {{de,come Benwelr,lend me thy hand: a poxe of your 


houſcs, | E xennt 
Rom : This Gentleman the Princes neere Ale, 
My very frend hath tane this mortall wound 
In my behalfe,my reputation (ſtaind = 
With T #bale:{launder , Tybah that an houre- 
Hath becne my kin{man,Ah Iulug © | 


- ww wot 4 ow 


Thy 


* 


of Romeo and Iulict, 
"Thy beautie makes me thus efferninate, 
And in mytemper ſoftens yalors ftcele, 


Emer B enuabis. 


Ben : Ah Romeo Romeo braue Mercwtio is dead, 
Thar gallant ſpirithath a ſpir'd the cloudes, 
Which too vntimely ſcorndthe lowlycarth, 


Rom: T his daies black fate,on more daies doth depend 
This bur begins what other dayes mult end, 


Enter Toba. 


Ben: Heere comes the furious Tibals backe againe, 
Rom: Aliue1in tryumph and Merexntiolliine? 
Awayto heauen reſpeQiue lenity: Rb 
And fiereyed fury bemy conductnow, | 
Now Tibal: take the villaine backe againe, | 
Whichlatethou gau'ſt me:for creates ſolle, 
Is but alittle way aboue the cloudes, TRE 
And ſtaies for thine to beare him company; 
Or thou,or1,or both ſhall follow him. : 


Fight,T ibal fallet, 


þ! 
- 
% 


Ben: Romeoaway,thou ſeeſtthar Tibali\ ſlaine, 
The Citizens approach,away,begone | 
Thouwilt beraken, 4.50 
Row: AhIam fortunes laue, | 


Exeunt 


R 
; 


Enter Citizens, 


Watch, Wher's he that flue Xercutio, Tybals that vil- 
laine? | 
Ben; There is that Tybo/t. | 

| Fa:  Wateht Vp 


*=.-.v my 
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T he excellent Tragedie 
Vp firra goe with vs, fs 1 | 


Enter P. ince,C wolets wife, 


Pry: Where be the vile bepinners of this fray? 
Ben: Ah Noble Prince] > n diſcouer all - 
The molt yvalucky mannape of this brawle, 

| Heere Ilyesthe man Naineby yong Remro, 

1 hat ſlew thy kinſman braue|[Aremtio, 

1 : Tiba't,Tybalr,O my brothers child, 

Vnhappie ſight? Ahthe blocd is ſpile 

Of my deare kinſman,Prince as thou a. t true: 

\ Forblood of ours,ſhed bloud of Mownragew. 
Pr): Speake Benwoltowho began this fray? 
Ben: T thal: heere ſlaine whom Romeo;hand did (lay, 

Romeo who ſpake him fayre bid him bethinke 

How nice the quarrell was, | 

But T 4ba/e (hill perfitting in his wrong, 

The ſtout Meremtio drewe to calme the ſtorme, 

Which Romeo ſecing cal d ſtay Gentlemen, 

 Andonme ciyhks drew to part their {rife, 

And with his agill arme yong Reweo, 

As faſt as tung crydepeace, ſought peace to make, 

While they were enterchanging thrutts and blows, 

Vnder yong Remeos laboring arme to part, 

The furious Tybalt calt an envious thruſt, 

T hatrid the life of Rout Merpnatio, 

Withthat he fled, bur preſently return'd, ' 

_ Andwith his rapier braued Romeo: 

That had but newly entertain'd revenge, 

And ere could drawforth my rapyer 

To part their furie,downe did Tybairtall, 

 Andthis way Romeo fled. | 
AM: He is a Monwmagewand fpeakes partiall, 

Some twentic'ofthern foughtia this blacke ſtrife: 

And all thoſe twenty could buckill one life, 


I doe 


of Romeo and Julter. 
I doo intreate ſweere Prince thoultjuſtice giue, 
Romo flew T ybalt, Romeo may notlive, | 

Prim : And forthat offence 

Immediately we doo exile him hence. 
- Thauean intereſtin your hates proccedin 
My blood for your rude braules doth Jye ableedin 9, 
Butlle amerce you with ſolarge a fine, | 
Thatyou ſhall all repent the loſſe of mine. 
I will be deafe to pleading and excuſes, | 
Nor teares nor prayers ſhall purchaſe for abuſes. 
Pirtic ſhall dwell and goucrne with vs ill : | 
Mercieto all but A pardoning none that kil}, 


4 


E xteurt crmnel. 


Enter Inlet. 


Iul: Gallop apace you fteric footed ſtceders - 
To Phzba: manſion, ſuch a Waggoner © 
As Phaeton, wou'd quickly bring youthether, 
And ſendin cloudie night immediately, 


Emter I wrſe wringing ber band), with the ladder 
of corder inber lap, 
But how now Nurſe : O Lord, why lookſt thou ſad? 
What haft thou there, the cordes? 
(wr : I, I, thecordcs: alacke we are vndone, 
We arc vndone, Ladie we are yndone. | 
ul: What diuel] art thou that torments me thus ? 
Nu: Alack the day, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 
7x1: T historture ſhould be roard in diſmall hell, 
Can heauens be fo enuious ? «# 
ur : Romeo canif heavens cannor, 
I ſaw the wound, I ſawit with mine eyes, 
God ſauethe ſample, on his manly breaſt : 
A bloodie coarſe, a piteous bloodie coarſe, 


All pale as aſhes, I ſwounded at the (ight. 
F 3 {sl: 
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_ Or Fate enuic QUT happ:e Marria 


Tur: VVeeping and Wayling ouer Tybalt: coule. 


T he excellent Tragedie 
Iu!: Al Romeo, Romeo, what diſaſter hap 


Hath ſeuerd thee from thy true /wlce ? © | 


Atl why [hou'd Heauen fomuch conſpire with Woe, 
2c 
So ſooneto fundervs by tim clefie Death? 

Nur : OTybalt,T ybalt, the belt frendIhad, 
Ohonelt T36b4/t, curtcous Gentleman. 

Ial.: What orme is this that blowes ſo contrarie, 
Is Tybalr dead, and Remeo murdered: 
My deare loude coulen, and my deareft Lord. 
Thea let the trumpet ſoundagenerall doome, 
Theſe wo being dead, then ling isthere none, 

Nur : Tybal: is dead, and Romeo baniſhed, . 


| Rem+0 that murdred himis baniſhed, 


| Jul:  Ahheauens, did Romeochand ſhed T ybalts blood? 
Nur: It did, it did, alacke the wy it did. | 
Jul : O ferpents hate, hid with aflowring face : 
O painted lepalcher, including filth. 


z 


| Was neuer booke containing io foule mateer, 
| S>fair'y bound. Ah, whatmeant Romeo ? 


N wr : There isno truth, no faith,nohoneſtic in men : 


Allfalle, all fairhles, periurde, allforlworne, 


Shame come to Romes, 


Is: Abliferon thatrung, he was notborne to ſhame: 
Vpan his face Shame is aſhamde to fit, 


Bur wherefogey.llaine didtthou kill my Couſen ? 


T hat villaine Couſen would haue kild my husband. 
All chisis comfort. Bucher yet remaines 
V'Vorſz than his death, which faine I would forget: 
Bur uh, it preſleth to my memorie, | 
Romeois baniſhed. Ahthat word Baniſhed 
Is worſe thandeath,. Rewea is baniſhed, 
Is Father, Niother, Tbalt, Inltet, 

it k1:14, all line, all dead, all baniſhed. 
Where are my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 


VVill 


of Romeo and Julie 


VVill you goeto them? "1 
Is : 1,T, whentheirs are ſpent, 
Mine Nall heſhed for Romeo; baniſhment, 
Nur : Ladie, your Roe will be here to night, 
Ile to him, he is hidat Lawrence Cell, 
Iul : Doo ſo, and beare this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him.come rotake his haſtfarewell. Eavaind; 


Eboer Free, 
' Fr : Remcocome fonh; come forth thou fcarfu!ll man, 
Affliction isenamourd on th parts, 
And thou art weddedto mitie, 
Enter Romes, © 
Row: Father what newes; whatisthe Fvinces doome, 
VVhat Sorrow FASInpRY wes at our hands, 
V Vhich yet we knownot, - 
Fr : ] oo familiar we | 
Is iny yong ſonne with owwre X WROTE 
Ibring Fi ridings of the Princes doome; 
"a; VVharle ſe thandoomes is the Princes doome? 
Fr : A gentler iudgement vaniſht fromhislips, 
Not bodtes death, but bodies baniſhment. | 
Rom : Ha, Baniſhed 2 be mercifu!l, fay death : 
For Exile hath more terror in his lookeg, 
_— lit ſelfe , doo norſay Baniſhment. 
- Hence Genih Verma art thou baniſhed: 
Bep Satloing for the world is broad and wide, + 
Rem: T here is no world without Veroxa walls, 
But purgatoric, torture, hellieſclfe,. | 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſhe frdmthe world: 
And world exildei 1s death, Calling dearh banifhinens, 
Thou cut{t my head off withagolden axe, | 
_ {able(t ypon the ſtroke that murders me, . 
- Oh monſtrous finne, O rude ynthankfulnes : 
Thy Faulk ourlaw calls death, butthe miifde Prince 
(1 aking thy part) bath ruſbdaſide mejany : 


Ang 


The excellent Tragedic 


And turnd thatblacke word death to baniſhmene : | 
his is mecre meccie, and thou ſeeſt it nor, 
Rom: Tistortute and not mercic, heauen is heero 
Where [wliet lives: and euctiecatand dog, 
And life mouſe, eucrie ynworthiething | 
Liu hereinheauen, and maylooke 00 her, 
Bur Romeomay not. More yaliditie, - 
More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip liues 
Ia carrion flyes, than Rowveot they may lcaze 
Oa the whice wonder of faire /uwrers 5kinne, 
And Rteale immortall kiſſes from her lips ; 
| Bur Romeo may not; he is baniſhed, 
lies may doo this, butI frod this mult flye. 
Oh Father had{tthou no ſtrong poylon mixt, 
No ſharpe ground knife, no preſent meane of death, 
Though nere ſo meane, butbaniſhmenc 
Totorture me wichall : ah, baniſhed. 
O Frier, the damned yſethat wordin hell : 
Howling attends it, How had(t thouthe hearr, 
-* Being a Diune, agholitly Confeſlor, 
A ſinne abſo'ucr, and my frend profeſt, 
1o mangle me with that word, Baniſhment ? 
- #r: Thoufondmad man, heare ine bur ſpeake a word, 
Rm: O, chou wilt talke againe of Baniſhmene, 
Fr : Ile give thee armour to beare off this word, 
Aduerlities{weete milke, philolophie, 
To comfort thee though thoube bintſhed, 
Rom :- YetBaniſhed ? hariy vp philoſophic, 
Vnleſie philoſophie can make'/a 7 «ler, 
Diſplant a Towne, reuerle a Prinets doome, 
It heipes not, it preudiles not, talkeno more. 
Fr :-O, now lee thatmadinen have no cares, 
Rom: How ſhould they, when that wiſe men haue no 
eves. | | 
Fr ; Letmie diſpute with thee of thy eſtate, 
Row: : Thoucanſt not] peak of what thoudolt not feele. 
, | Wert 


of Romeo and Iuhet, 
Wert thouas young as I, /w/er thyLoue, : 
An houre but married, Tyba/r murdred, £1 
Doting like me,and like me baniſhed, 

Then mightſt thou ſpeake, then might thon zeare thy 

hayre. | 
And fall ypon the ground as Idoe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an yninade graue, 


Nurſe knoces, 


Fr : Romeo ariſe ſtand ypthou wiltbe taken, 
T heare one knocke,arile nd get thee gONCe, 
Nu: Hoe Fryer, | 
Fr : Gods will what wilfulnes is this? 


Shee knockes againe, 


Nur: Hoe Fryeropenthe doore, 
Fr: By and byI come, Who is there? 
N mr - One from Lady Julrer, 

Fr: Then come neare, 


Nur : Ohholy Fryer, tellmee oh holy Fryer , 
Where is my Ladies Lord? Wher's Romeo? | 

Fr: There on the ground, with |his owne tcares made 
drunke, | 

Nur : Ohhe iseuen in my Miſtrefle calc. 

Tuſt in her caſe.Oh wofullſimpathy, _ 
Pitteous predicament,cuenfo lyesſhee, 
Weeping and blubbring,blubbring\and weeping: 
Stand vp,(tand y herty” and your be a man, 
| For Juliet ſake for herfake rife and ftand, 


Why ſhouldyoufallinto ſo deep an O, 


He riſer, 
Romeo: Nurle, 
Nr: Ab fir ab fir, Wel death's the endofall, 


G Rom: 


_ _  Andflaythy Lady too, thar lives inthee? 


There art thou ha 


The excellent T ragedie 


Row: Spakelt chou of 7#{rrt;how isit with her? 
Doth ſhe not chinke me an olde murderer, 
Now I haue ftainde the childhoodof her ioy, 
With bloud remou'd but lictle from her owne? 
Wh:re is ſhe? and how doth ſhe? Apd what fayes 
My conceal'd Lady to our canceld loue? | 

Nur : Olhſhe ſaith nothing, hut weepes and pules, 
Ani now fals on her bed,now onthe ground, 
And Ty4al: cryes, andthen on/Koweo calles. 

04 : ASif thatname ſhot fromthe deaelyleucl of a gun 


o 


Did murder her, as that names curſed band 
Muderd her kinſman. Ah tell me holy Frye 
In what vile part of this Anatomy | 
Poth my name lyez Tell methat I may ſacke _ 
] he hatc{ull manſon? 
H: offer to { ab humſelf, e,4714 Nurſe ſna:ches 
| | the dag ger away. 


Nur : Al? 


Fi: Hold,ſtay thy hand:;artthou a man? thy forme 
Cryes out thou art, but thy wilde ates denote | 


The vnreſonable furyes of a beaſt. 2 


© Vnſcemely woman ina ſeeming man, | (3 194 


Or ill beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both, 'T 
Thou haſt amaz'd me, By my holy order, 
I though thy diſpoſition better temperd, | 
Haſtthou ſlaine Tybale? wilt thou ſlay thy ſelfe? 


Rouſevp thy ſpirits, thy Lady Inhet liues, 
For whoſe tweet ſake thou wert but lately dead: 


PPy-Tybale would kill thee 
But thou eſt Thbd, k bo 


there art thou happytoo, 
A packe of bleſſings lights vpan thy backe, 
Happines Courtsthee in his be arrays 


' Butlike a misbehaude and ſullen wench 
Thoutrowalt yponthy Fac 


- -— 4 ———@ 4 9G eu#u#s: as OO 


cthar frnlles onthe, | 
| | Take 


—_  ,}_—-- 


. of Romeo and Iulict. 
Take heede, take heede, forſuch dyemiſcrable. 


Goe get theeto thy loue as was decreed: 
Aſcend her Chamber Window, hence and comforther, 
But looke thou ſRtaynotnllthe watch be ſer: 
For then thou canſt not paſſe to Aintsa. 
Nurle prouide all things ina readines, 
Comfort thy Miſtreſſe,hafte the houſe to bed, 
Which heauy ſorrow makes them apt vnto. 
N ur: Good Lord what athing learning is, 
T could haue ſtaydeheere allthisnighr 
Toheare good counſell, Well Sir, | 
Ile tell my Lady that you will come, 
Rom: Doe lo and bidde my {weet prepare to childe, 
Farwcll good Nurſe, Bs | q 


Nnrſe cffersto goe in avd (ATE! AG 410, 


Nur : Heere is a Ring Sir,that ſhe bad me giue you, 
Rom; How well my comfort is reuiud by tis, 


Exit Nanſe, 


Fr: Soiorne in Manta,lle inde out your man, 
And heſhali fgnifie from timetotire: 
Euery good hap that doth betall thee heere, 
Farwell. jar 
Rom: But that a ioy, paſt ioy crycs our on me, 
It were a griefe ſo breete copart withthee, 


Enter olde C zpolet and hit Wife, with 
County Par, | 


| Cap: Thin ges haue fallen out Sir fo voluck'ly, 


x 


Thazyve hane had to time to moue my daughter, 


G 3 Looke 
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 Theex cellent T rage die 


Looke yee Sir,ſhe lou'd her kinſman dearly, 

And {o did I. Well,we were borne to dye, 

VWite « her's your daughter,is ſhe in her chamber? 

I thinke ſhe mcanes notto come downe tonight, 
Par: Th:ſe times of woe affgord no time to wooe, 

Maddam farwell,commend me to your daughter. 


"Paris offers to gee irg9rid Capolet © 9.4 
calles kem againe, 
Cap; Sir Pare make a deſperate tender of my child, 


 Tehinke ſhe will be rulde in allcetpeQes by mec; 


But fotc v hat day is this? | | 
Par: Shun day my Lord. 


7 Cp: Oh then Wenſdayist00 ſoone, 


On I hurſday let ic be:youſhall be maried. 
Wee'le make ao great adoc,a frend or two,or ſo: 
Forlooke ye Sir,Tybal: being flaine ſo lately, 

It will be thought we held him careleſlye:; 


It we ſhould reuvellmuch , therefore we will haue 
Some halte a dozen frends and|\make no more adoe, + 


But whar lay you ro Thurſday. 


Par: My Lorde I wiſhe that Thurſday were to more 
-roW, _ | 
Cap: Wife goe you to your daughter, ere you goe to 
bed. | 


Acquaint her with the County Paris loue, 
Fare well my Lord till Thurſday next. 

- Wifegette you to your daughter, Light to my Chamber, 
Afore me it is {o yery very late, | 
That we may call it earely by and by, 


Exennt, 


of Romeo and Inlet. 


CEL RETAISRIETA 
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Enter Romeo and Tuliet at the window. 


Is! : Wiltthou be gone? Itis not yetnere day, 
It was the Nightingale and notthe'Larke | 
1 hat pierſt the fearfull hollow of thine care : 
Nightly ſhe ings on yon Pomegranatetree, 
Belecuemeloue,it was the Nightingale, 

Rom : It was the Larke, the Herald of the Morne, 
And not the Nightingale. Sec Loue what enuious {rakes 
Doo lace the ſeuering clowdesin yonder Eaſt. 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond Day + 
Stands tiptoes onthe myltie mountaine tops. 
I mult be gone and liue, or ſtay and dye, 

7ul: Yonlightis notday light, I know itT: 

It is {ome Meteor thatthe Sunne exhales, 
Tobethisnighttothee aTorch-bearer, ' 
And light thee on thy way to «Mantua, 

Thenſtay awhile, thouſhaltnor goe ſoone, 
| Rom: [etmeſtayhere, let me berane, and dye : 
If thou wilt haue it ſo, Iam content. | 
Ile ſay yon gray isnot the Mornings Eye, 
Ir is the pale reflex of Cynthias brow. | | 
Ilefay iris the Nightingale that beates | 
Thevaultic heauen ſo high aboue our heads, _ 
And notthe Larke the Meſſenger of Mane. 
Conte death and welcome, /ulzer wils:it ſo, 
What ſayes my Loue ? lers talke, tisnqt yet day, 

?ub: 1tis, iris, be gone, flye hence away, 
It isthe Larke that fings ſo out of tune, : 
: Sharpes, 
hons | | 


Straining harſh Niſcords and vnpleaſu 
Some ſay, the Larke makes lecte Diu} 


G 3] Jhia 


T he excellent Tragedie 


This doth not ſo: for this diuideth vs. 
Some ſay the Larke and loathed Tod change eyes, 
I would that now they had changd voycestoo : 
Since arme trom arme her yoyce doth vs aftray, 
Hunting thee hence with Huntlyp to the day. 
50 now be gone, more light andlight it growes, 
Rom : Morclightandlj ght, more darke and darke our 
woes, | 


Farewell my Louc, one Kiſſe and Ile deſcend, 


i 
i 


He gorth downe, 
?al: Artthou goneſo, my Lord, my Loue, my Frend? 


 Inwſtheare from theecuerie day in the howeer : 
For in an hower there are manie minutes, 
Minutes are dayes, ſo will|I numberthem: 
Oh, by this countT ſhall be much in yeares, 
Erel tee thee againe, | | 
Rom : Farewell, I will omit noopportunitie 
That may conucigh my greetings louc tothee, 
Tul: Oh, chinkl thou we ſhall euer mecte againe, 
Rom : Nodoubt, no doubt, and all this woe ſhall ſerug 
For ſweete diſcourles in the time to come. 
/u!: Oh God, I haue an ill diuining ſoule, 
Me thinkes I ſee thee now thou art below 
Like one deadin the botrame of a Tombe: 
Either mine ey-ſight failes, orthoulook( pale. 
. Rom: Andtrult me Louc, inmy eye ſo doo you, 
Dne ſorrow drinkes out blood : adieu, adicu. 


Enyer Nark baſtely. 


Nur: Madamebeware, take heed the dayis broke, 
Your Mother's comming|to your Chamber, make all ſure. 
= Sr goeth devene from the Window, 


+ 


E vit, 


Enter 


0 f Romeo and 1 liet, 
ECO LONE LL LILLIE TA 
ge THAT Hts PHP v, 


Enter Iulietts Matber, Nurſe. 


AMnh: Where are you Daughter ? 
N ur : What Ladie, Lambe, what [alert ? 
Is: How now, who calls ? 

Nur: Itis your Mother, 

Moth : Why how now ſublet? | 

Jul : Madam, lam not well, | 

Aoth: What euermore weeping for your Coſens death; 
I thinke thoult waſh him from his oraue with teares. 

Il: Icannotchule, having ſo great'aloſle, 

Moth: I cannotblame thee. | 

But it greeues thee morethat Villainellives, 
Iu: What Villaine Madame ? 
Moth: T hat Villaine Romeo. {| 
Is/: Villaine and hcare maniemiles a ſunder, 

Aſoth:, Content thee Girle, if I cowld finde a man 
T ſoone would ſend tro Manna where he is, 

T hat ſhould beſtow on him fo ſure a draught, 
As he ſhould ſoone bears Tybalrt companie. 

Is!: Finde you the meanes, and Ile finde ſuch a man : 
For whileſt he liues, my heart ſhall nere be lighe 
TillIbehold him, deadismy poore heart. 
Thus fora Kinſman vext ? | (newes? 

Mb: Well letthatpaſſe. Itome to bring thee ioyfull 

Iu: Andioy comes wellin ſuch a needfull time. 

Adoth: Wellthen, thouhalt acarefull Father Girle, 
And one who pittying thy needfull ate, 

Hath found thee out a happie day of Oy, 
1u/; What day isthat] pray you? 

Math: Marry my Childe, iy 


| 


The 
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1 peexcellent Tragedie 


The gallant, yong and youthFull Gentleman, 
The Countic Paris at Saint Peters Church, 
Early next Thurſday morning muſt prouide, 


To make you there a glad an{ioytull Bride. 
Jul : Now by Saint Peters Church and Petertoo, 


He ſhall not there make mce/a ioyfull Bride. 

Arcthele thenewes you hadto tell me of 2 

Mlarric here are neivesindeed, Madamel will not marrie 
et. 

And when I doo, itſhalbe rather Roawweo whom Ihate, 

Than Countie Paris that I cannot loue, 


| 


Enter olde Capolet. 


Afoth: Here comes your Father, you may tell him ſo, 
C.po: Why how now, euermoreſhowring ? | 
In one little bodie thoureſembleſ aſea, abarke, aſtorme : 
For this thy bodie which Itearmeabarke, | 
Still! floating in thy cucrfalling teares, 
 Andtolt wich hghes ariſing bom thy hart ; 
Will without ſuccour.ſhipwracke preſently, 
But hearc you Wife,what haue you ſounded her, whatſaies 
ſhero it? | pi hs 
Afeth: Thaue, butſhe will none ſhe thankes ye : 
V Vould God that the were|marriedto hergraue. 
Capo: What will he not, doth ſhe not thanke vs, doth 
ſ112 not wexe proud? [64% FE 
[ul : Not proud ye haue, but thankfull that ye haue : 
Proud can I neuer be of thatT hate, 
Butthanktull euentor hare that is mentloue, 
Cp: Proud and Ithanke you, and [thanke younot, 
And yet not proud, V Vhats here, choplogicke, 
Proud me no ptbuds, nor thanke me no thankes, 
zut fertle your fine 1oynts ON Thurſday next 
To goe with Pars to Saint! Peter; Church, 


Or I ill drag you on a hurdletbether, 
| | Our 


of Romeo and Tuliet. 
Out you greene ficknes baggage, out you tallow face, 
Is: Goodfather heare = Petkes 


She knecles downe, 

Cap: Ite!l thee what,eytherreſolue on thurſday next 
To goe with Pars: to Saint Peters Church: 
Or henceforth neuer looke me inthe face. 
Speake nor,reply not, for my fingers ytch, 
Why wife, wethought that we were ſcarcely bleſt 
That God had ſent vs bur this onely chyld: 
But now I ſee this one isone too much, | 
| Andthat we haue acroſle inhauin o her, 

Nur: Mary God inheauenbleſſc her wy Lord, 
Youare too blame torate her ſo. 

Cap. And why my Lady wiſcdomethold yourtung, 
Goodprudenceſmatter with your goſlips, goe. 

N wr: Why my Lord I ſpeakenotreaſon. 

Cap: Oh godicgodden. 
Vtter your grauity ouer a goſſips boule, 
For heere we need it not. 

My: MyLordyearetoo hotte, 

Cap: Godsbleiſed mother wife it mads me, 
Day night,carly,late, athome,abroad, 
Alone, in company,waking or ſleeping, 
Still my care hath beene to ſee her match. 
And hauing now foundout aGentleman, 
Of Princely parentage,youthfull, and noblytrainde. 
Stuft asthey lay with honorable parts, 
Proportioned as ones heatt coulde wiſha man: | 
And then to haue a wretched whyaing foole, 
A puling mammet in her fortunes tetider, 
Toſay1cannot loue, I am too young, I pray you pardon 


mee? 


Butif you cannot wedde Ile pardon you, REP = 
Graze where you will, you ſhall n6rhouſe with{me, 


Looke toit,thinke ont,l doc not vietoielt, || 


H 


The excellenz Tragedie 


Ttell yee what ;Thurſday 1 is Necre, 
| Layhand on heart, aduiſe bbethinke your ſelfe, 
If you be mine, le g1u2 you to my frend: | 
Ifnor, hang, drowne, ſtarue, beg, ws 
Dye ia the! {trectes; for by my Soule 
He neuer more acknowledsa ethee, 
' Nor what I hauc ſhall euer Þe thee ood, 
Snake ont, looke toot, | doe.not ylc to eſt. Exit, 
: Is herd no pitty hangin in 19392! als 
Tha tobkes] into the bottom of my woes? 
T'doe befcech you Madame,caſt me not lis 
Detfer this matiage fora dayor two, ” 
Or if you cannot, "make my mariage bed ' 
In that di:mme monument where Tybate Fes, 
Mb; Nay be aſſured Iwillnot ſpeake a word, 
| Do what thou wilt forThaue done with thee. Exit. 
IS ' Jul: Ah Nurſe what comfort? what counſel! canſt thou 
7 - we me. - 
= |... - Nrt ua trulk me TY EY Thane het what to ſay: 
L- þ | Your Remeohe is baniſht, and all ihe world to __ 
1 _ Heneuerdaresreturne rochallendge you, ; 
Sil - Now I thinke good you marry with chis County, 
Oh he is a gallant Gentleman, Romeois pt 2 diſhdour 
4 ..-| . Jareſpetofhim, Ipromiſe wu. 
wo Ithinke you happy inthis ſecondmatch, | 
Ws - As for your husband he is dead: 
Wt Or twere as good he were, for you haue ad viecfhins 
_— | Iul: 'Sp ealfichouthiafio mthy heart? 
Bl |: ': ..-. Nor! Land from my foul beſhrew (hrm Both 
__- '* Tut: Amen, 
Nur: What ſay youM2 ame? | 
Isl: Well,chou Faſt con m_ mow wondrous much, 
WE: Fpray thee goe thy waies vato m 
+, ©,  Tellh:rIam gone having leatierpFa my Father. 
22 p To Fryer Lawrence Cell to onfells me, [fd A 
andiobeablolid, 7 | 


r—_ -— — —Y ; ! ' » . "24 J 
' | L 
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\\ 


of Romeo and Iultet. | 
Nr: 1will,and this is wifely done. | 
by | Sbe lookes aft er Norſe, 
Inf: Auncient damnation,O molt curſed fiend. _ 
Is it more finneto wiſh me thus forſworne, * 
Or to diſpraiſe him with the {elſe ſametongue 
That thou haſtpraiſde him with aboue compare 
So manythouſand times? Goe Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhalbe tywaine. 
Ile to the Fryer toknowhis remedy, 
It a!lfaile cls, I haue the powerto dye. 


TL UL ITEP 
ot ST See 


Enter Fryer and Paris, 


E xt, 


Fr : On Thurſdayſayye : the time is very ſhort, 
Par: My Father Capolet will haut it ſo, 
 AndIlamnothingſlacke to flow his hatt, | 

Fr: You ſay you doe not know the Ladies minde? 
Vneuen is the courſe, [like it not, | 
Par: Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tybales death; 
And thetefore halie T little talkr of loue, 1 
For Vern: (miles not ina houſe ofteares, __ | 
Now Sir, ter father thinkesit daungerous: 
That ſhe doth giue her ſorrow ſo much ſway. 
And in his wiſcdome haſts our mariage, 
Toſtop theinundation of her teares, .. | 
Which too minth minded by bee foe alone 2 
May be putftomherby ſocietie. ||, 


: 
. 
: - 
: 
: 
: 
: 


Now doe ye know the reaſon ofthishaſlt, = 
Fr : 1 would I knew noewhy it ſhould be ſlowd. 
8 od Ha = 


Enter 
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1 be excellent 1 ragedic 


Exter Paris, 


| 


| | Heere comesthe Lady to my cell, 
 *P.u: Welcome myloue,my Lady and my wife: 


Is: That may befir, when I may be a wite, 

Pr; That may be,mult be loue, on thurſday next 

I: What mult be ſhalbe. | | 

Fr: Thats a certaine text, | 45? 
Par: What come ye to confeſſion to this Fryer, 
I:: To tell youthat were toconfeſle to you, 
P.ir: Donot denyto him that youloue me, 

Is: I will confell to you that Lloue him, 

Par; SoI am ſure you will that you loue me, 

Is: AndifI doe, it wilbe of more price, 

Being ſpoke behinde your backe,than to your face. 

Pa: Poore ſoule thy faceis much abul'd with teares. 
Is: Thetecares haue got Call victory by that, 


-— 


For it was bad enough beforetheir ſpite. 


Par: Thou wrongftitmorethan teares by that report. 
In: That is no wrong fir,that is a truth: 


And wharf pake I ſpakeit to my face. 


Par: TI hy face is mine and thou haſt ſlaundred ic, 

I: It may be fo, for it is not mine owne: 
Are you at leaſurc holy Fathernow: 
OrſhallI come to youat evenjng Maſle? 

F: Myleaſure ſcruc; me penſiue daughter now, 
My Lord we muſt entreate the time alone, 

Par: Godſheild Iſhoulddifturbe deuotion, 

Iulzet tarwell,and keep this holy Kifle. - 
Exit Pars 


In: Goeſhutthe doore and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weepe with me that ampalt cute,paſt help, 

Fr: Ai Is Ialrcady know thy griete, 
Theacthou mult and nothiug may proxoge it, £ 


EX 


— 


of Remeo and Inlet. 


On Thurſday next be marriedto the Countie, 
[ul: Tellme not Frierthat thou hearſt of it, 
Vnleſſe thoutellane how we may prevent it, 
Giue me ſome ſudden counſell: els behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloodie Knife 
Shall play the Vmpeere, atbitrating that 
Which the Commiſion of thy yeares andarte 
Could to no iſſue of truehonour bring. 
Speake not, be briefe: ſor deſire to die, 
It what thou ſpeaktt, ſpeake not of remedie, 
Fr : Stay /lct, Idooſpie a kinde of hope, 
VVhich craues as deſperate anexecution, 
As that js deſperate we would preuent. 
If rather thanto marric Countie Paris 
Thou haſt the ſtrength or willto lay thy ſelfe, 
Tis not vnlike that thou wile yndertake 
A thivg like deathto chyde away this ſhame, 
That coapſt with death it ſelfe to flye from blame, 
And if thoudoolt, Ile giuetheeremedie, 
?ul: Oh bid meleape (ratherthanmatrie P aris ) 
From off the battlements of yonder tower : 
Or chaine me to ſome {teepie mountaines top, 
V Vhere roaring Beares and ſauage Lions are : 
Or (hut me nightly ina Charnell-bouſe, 
VVithreekic ſhankes, and yeolow chaples ſculls : 
 Orlay me in tombe with one new dead : | 
Things that to heare them naimde haue made me tremble ; 
And 1 will doo it without feate or doubr, 
To keep my ſelfc a faithfull ynſtaind V Vife 
To my deere Lord, my deereſt Roweo. 
Fr : Hold /uliet, hiethee home, gettheeto bed, 
Let not thy Nurſelye withtheein thy Chamber : 
And when thou art alone, take thou this Violl, 
And this diſtilled Liquor drinke thou off: 
V'Vhen preſently through all thy veynesſhallrun 
A dull and heauic flumber, which ſhall ſcaze. 
7 H 3. Each. 


Fach vitall ſpirit : for no Pulſe ſhall keepe 
His natural! progreſſe, but ſurceaſeto betkn) 
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The ex cellent Tragedic 


No ligne of breath (hallteſtifie \thouliult, 


Andinthis borrowed likenes of {/runke dcath, 


Thou ſhalt remaine full ta © and fortic hows, 
And when thou arr laid inthy Kindreds Vault, 
He ſendin haſtto Aunmatothy Lord, 
And he ſhall come andtake thee from th graue. 
T1: Frier I goe, be ſurethou lend for or my deare Roweo, 
| Exennt, 


EP: 


Enter olde Capoler, bis W, ife, Nt, and 
ST eraingman. 


Capo: Where are you {ra ? 

Girl + Heere forſooth, 

{apo: Goe, prouide me twentie cunning Cookes, 

Ser : 1 warrant you Sir, let me alone for that, Ile knowe 
them bylicking their fingers, | 

Capo: How canſtthouknow themſo ? 

Ser: AhSir, tis anilf Cooke cannot licke his'owwne fia- 

.. - 

: Cape: Well getyou gone. 


Exit Sertingman. 


Bur wheres this Head. ſtrong? | 


Moth: Shees gone (my Lojd) toFricr Laurence Cell 


Tobe confelt. 


Capo: Ah, he may hap fo dbo loine g00d of her, 
A headlirong ſelfervild badlowfel it is, 


Emtey 


of Romeo and Juliet, | 


Enter Inlict. 


HMoth: See here ſhe commeth from Confeſ5ion, 

Capo: How now my Head-ſtrong, where hauec you bin 
gadding ? 

 Iul: WhereThauelcarnedtorepentthefin 

Of froward wilfull oppoſition 
Gainſt youand your bcheſts, and amenioynd | 
By holy Lavrexce to fall proſtrate here, 
And craue remilsion of ſo ſoule afact. 


Sbe kneeles downe. 


AMoth: Why thats well ſaid, | 
Caps: Now before God this holy reuerent Frier 
All our whole Citie is much bound vnto, 
Goe tell the Countie preſently of this, 
For I will haue this knot knit yp to morrow. 
71: Nutſe, will you go with me to my Cloſer, 
To fort ſuch things as ſhall be requiſite 
Againſt tro morrow. 
Mat: Ipreetlice doo, good Nurſe goe in with hes, 
Helpe her to fort Tyres, Rebatoes, Chaines, 
 AndI will! come vntoyoupreſently, 
xr : Come ſweet hart, ſhall we got e 
Jul: Iprec thee let vs, 


Exennt Nurſe and Iulitt, 


Atoth: Me thinks on Thurſday would be time enough. 

Capo: Ifay I will haue this diſpatcht tomorrow, 
Toe one and certefiethe Count thereof. 
Moth : 1 pray my Lord, letit be Thurſday, 
Capo: |] fayto morrow while ſhees in the mood, 
Meath; We ſhall be ſhort in our prouiſions 


a _--- _ 
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Capo: Let me alone for that, goe oet you ing 
Now before God my heart is palying light, 


' Toſce her thus conformed to out will, | Exeunt. 


| 


- 


Enter Nurſe, Inliet. 


Nur : Come, come, what need you aniethingelſe ? 

Ini: Nothing goodNurle, butleaue meto my ſelfe : 
For | doo meaneto lye alone tonight, 

Nur: Well theres acleaneſmocke ynder your pillow, 
and ſo good night, IR Exit. 


\ 


Enter AMother. 


Afoth : What are youbulic, doo youneed my helpe F 
I: No Madame, I defireto lye alone, 
Forl hauc manie thingstothinke ypon. 


Aoth; Wellthen good night, be ſtirring Iuliet, 


The Countic will be carlie hereto morrow. + Ex, 


Jl: Farewell, God knowes when weeſhall meete a« 


Ince | 
Ah, I'coo Rk a fearfull thing in hand. 
What if this Potion ſhould not worke at all, 


| Mult Iof force be married to the Countic ? 


This ſhall forbid it. "Knife, lye thou there. 


x  _ Whatif the Frier ſhould giue methis drinke 
 Topoylon mee, torteare I ſhould diſcloſe 


Our former marriage> Ah, Iwrong him much, 
Heis a holy and ichgious Man: | 


_ Twillnotemettaine ſobadathou ht, 


Whatit 1/hould be (Rifledinthe T oomb? 


4 


of Rameo ard Inlet." 
Awake an houre before the appointed times - 


Ahthenlfeare I ſhall be lunaticke, 
And playing with my dead forefachers bones, 


Daſh out my franticke braines. Me thinkes Lice 
My Cofan Toba weltring in his bloud, 
Secking for Remeo: tay 7ybalt ay. 
Rameol comegthis Joe: Idrinke to thee.. | 
She fals ypo# brbet Wwathintbe Curtaive:, 


WT DTT DES 


Emer Nwſe with bearbs,H ni | 


Hub: Thats wellfaid Nurſe ſet allin redines. © 
The Countie will be hecte immedatly. . | 


Enter \f 
Cap: ' Make haſk,make halt orjt 146 Ab WIA 


The Cuifewe bellhath rung is foure aclocke, -* f 


Looke to your bakt meztes good Angelica, 

N ur: Goe get you.to bed you cotqueane, I ſaith you 
will be icke anone. 

(ap: Lwarrang thee Nousſe I haue ere now. vary all 
night,and hauc takennoharmeat all, 

Meth: Tyoukgus IFens! a maulc huge: yi tion, 


Enter S cr gm With Los + Coal. 


Cap: A lelons Nach 2 Iclous Yer : How now firra? 


What haue VE Mie? ol let ag of 7 "* 
Ser: Forlc th Logs 85. ;: Fry 


oc chaolg =. Wil willzellhes 
ook th a "OH! 


Fr; Nayl woah wenlone,Thae a heads Inocto 


dr gf | choolc 


of 
_—_ 
> 


_ day,fome Aqua vitzhoe, 


\ . OSonnethe night before thy we 
_  HathDeathlainewiththy bride, a7 vg avſhe is, 


T be excellent Tragedic. 


chooſc a L069, ** 


PC aa Lods ant oigh das ff 7 
Cp: Wellgoerhy way,thou ſhalt belogget head. 


Come,come,make haſtcallyp your daughrer, 


The Countie wilibe heere with muſfcke ftraight; 


Gods me hees come, Nurſecallyp my daughter. 


 N«#: Goe, get you! gone. What Iambe, whar Lady 
birds? aſt T warrant, What InberÞwe!l, let the County take 


' you in y-ourbed. ye ſeepefyr a xweeke no.v, but the next 


* night, the Countic P.vc hath ſer 


Fe reſt thatyou ſhal reſt 
{ 


butliccle. What lambel ſay , faſt ftrll : what Lady, Loue, 
-whatbride,what lufe:? Gods me how ſound ſhe (leeps?Nay 
then! ſec Init wake you indeed. Whats heere, Jade on 
your be4,dreftin your cloathes and doyyn, ahme, alack the 


| 
| 


Emer eW other; 


© Minh: How now whats the thatter? 
' Nm: Alacktheday,ſhees dead,ſhees dead,;ſhees dead. 


2 #b: Accuſt, vnhappy, miſerable time, 


Enter Oldemgr., 


Exp; Come ,corne, make haſt, wheres my daughter? 
Meath: Ahſhees dead fhees dead, 
Cp: Stay, let me fee, all pale and wan. 
Accurledtime,vafortunate olde man, 


& 


Fruter F ryer and Pars. 


Cap: Readyto goe, but ncuerto returne. 


Pur: What is the bride ready y goero Church? 
oi day, 


Dejlowerd by himfee', where ſhe lyes, 


*- —» ' | 
n —— — _— rome x V r__—_— —_ | 


Death - 


— —_— _ 


of Romeo andiuliet, 


Death is my Sonne in Law,to him Tgiue all that Ihaue, 

Par: Hauc Ithoughtlongto ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it now prefent ſuch prodegiey? ; 
Accurſt, ynhappy,milerable man, - 
Forlorne, forſaken, deſtitute Iam: 
Borne tothe world to be aflaucin it. 
Diſtrelt, remediles, and vnfortunate, 
O hcauens,O nature,wherefore did you mekeme, 
Toliue fo vilc,ſo wretched as I hall, 

Cap: Oheereſheliesthat was our hope,our ioy, 
Andbeimg dead, dead ſorrow nips ys all, 


A'lat oxce ery ont and Wring their kaxd/ 


Alcry: Andall our ioy,andall ourhope is dead, 
Dead, loſt, vndone, abſented,iwholy fled. 
Cap; Cruel, yniuſt impartiall deſtinies, 
Why to this.day haue youpreſeru'd my lite? 
To lee my hope, my ſtay, my ioy, my lite, 
Depriude of fence, of life, of all by death, 
Cruell, yniuſt, impartiall deſtinies. 
_ » Cap: Oladfac'd ſorrow map of miſery, 
Why chis {ad time haue I defirdto (ee. 
This day,this vniuſt, this impartiall day 
Wherein lhop'd to ſec my comfort full, 
To be depriude by ſuddaine deftinie, 
Afoth: O woe, alacke, diftreit, why ſhould I liuc? 
To ſeethis day, this miſerable day, 
Alacke the time that.euerI was borne, 
To be partaker of this deſtinie, 
Alacke the day, alacke and vyelladay. 
Fr: O peace forſhame,it notfor charity, 
Your daughter lives in peace and happines, 
Andit isyainc to wiſh it otherwiſe, 


LY Come 


4 — —_—_— > 
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Come ficke yolr Roſe 


The excellent Tyagedic 


Roſemaryin - 6015" 0 coatle, 
\_ Andasthetiflomeofour 

_  Inallherbeſtand edrralry- ar. omarnents, 
Conuay her where her Anceſtors lic tomb'd, 


| | Let VS rogether talte ths Une 


' 1. Aſir,thisisnotime to ply. - 


x "Be ped ThenwillI we it you, 


ny wodden wit, Comean Sins 


| And dolefull dumps 
Then mufque with her filuer ſound, 


Why ſiluer found? Why filuer ſound? - 
Ser:  Pretie,what ſay you Mathew anc? 


Cap: Letitbeſo,come wofull forrow. mates, 


T* 44 F/ . 


They «N birt thi Nw _ North reftom R vr 013 
ber and merns the Current. 4 


% 


_- , 
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E ner Moſer t ON Fe 
IE CE 


Nw Par vp, put vp,chis1 is2 wofull caſe. Exit, 


1 by my! troch Milſtreſle is rr, it had need be mended. 


Entef S comer 


Ser: Alackaloc har ha Jdorycme Fram 


lome mery dumpe: 


Ser: You willnotthen? 
o marry will wee, 


and 


1. What willyo give vs? 
Ser: Thefidle.. Mere you, Ile fa 


7, If youre vs and fays;,wewill 
' Ser: I willpurvyp my Iron dagg 


eyou, 
, and beate you with 


Is poſe you, 
1 Lets heare. 


Ser: When griping greſeth heard doth wound, 
minde oppreſlc 


4, Ithinke decauſe muſicke hath 4 " weer ſound. 


of Romeo and Inlict. 
. Ithinke becauſe Mufitions Eng for flue r, 


Sor: Prettie too: come, what ſay you ? 
3- Ifaynothing. oh 
Ser Ithinke lo, Ile ſpeake for you becauſe you are the 
Singer, I faye Silver ſound, becauſe ſuch Fellowes as you 
haue ſildome Goldefor ſounding. Farewell Fidlers, f,rc- 
well. E x11, 
1. Farewell and be hangd: come lets goe, Exennt, 


De TI ee He 


Rom : It 1may truſt the flattering Eye of Sleepe, 
My Dreame prelagde ſome geod cuent to come, 
My "ey wang Lord ſits chearfull in his throne, 
Ad I am comforted with'pleali "p dreams. 
Me thought I was this night alreadie dead; 
(Strange drcames that giue a dead man leane to thinke) 
And that my Ladte [4/et came tome, 
And breathd fuch life with kiſſes inmy lips, 
That I reuiude and Was an Emperour, 


Enter Balbbaſar his man booted. 


Newes from Verona. How now Balthaſar, 
How doth my Ladie ? Is my Father well ? 
How fares niy /«lbet ? that I aske againe : 
If ſhe be well, they nothing can beill, 
Balt: Then nothing can be 1ll, for ſhe is well, 
Her bodice flecpes in Capel Monument, 
Andher immortall parts with Angels dwell, 
Pardon me Sir, that am the Meſſenger of \uch bad tidingz, 


Rom: Is iteuen ſo? then I defic my Starres- 
I 3 | Gore 


| Tdwrenor,nor[will not leaue you 


F From torth a Cannons mouth. 


Buryetrbe layy isdeaatotholethatlellthem, 


The excellent T ragedic 


\ Goegetmeincke and paper,hyr C poſt horle, 


I willnot {yin Afantas tonight. | 
Ba't: Pardon me Sir, I will not leaue you thus, 
Your lookes are dangerous and full of feare: 


1 


et, 
Kom : Dooas Ibidthee, get wv and papct, 
Andbyreth alc horſe : (tay not | tay. 


Exit Balthifar 


Wee [ultt, I wall 'yc withrhee to night 


Lets ſce for meanes. As I doo nakin 


Here d:vells a Pothecarie whom oft I noted 


AsI paſt by, whoſenecdie ſhop is ſtufft 


_ Wii beggerly accounts of emptic boxcs : 


Olde endesof packthred, andcakes of Roſes, 


And inthe {ſamean «Aligerts ws 
Arethinly ſtrewedto make yp a ſhouw. 


Him as 1 noted, thus with my le:te l thoughts 


Andif a manſhould need apoyſon now, 


_  . (Whoſepreſent ſale isdeathin e HMantun ) 


Here he might buy it, This thought of mine 
Did but forerunnemy need : and here about he dale, 
Being Holidaythe Beggers ſhopis ſhut, 
What ho Apothecatie, come forth] lay. 


Enter eApothecarie. 


Apr : VVhocalls, whatwould you ſr? 
Rom : Heeres twentic duckates,. 


| Giue meadram of ſomeſuch ſpeeding geere, 


[ 
} 


As will 7 Ap the wearie takers life, 
As ſuddenly as powder being fierd 


: 
' 
| 
f 
: 
: 


| | P 
Aje: Such drugs Ihaue I muſt of force confefle, 


* 


Rome 


of Romeo and lultct, 


Rom : Actthou fo bare and full of pouertic,' | 
And dooſt thouteareto violate the Law ? 
The Layv is aot thy frend, northe Lawes frend, 
And therefore make no conſcience of the lay : 
Vpon thy backe hangs ragged Milcrie, 
Aud Rtaiucd Famine 4 wellecthin thy cheekes., 
Apo: My pouertie but not my will conſents, 
| Rom: | pay thy pouertic, but not thy will. 
eApo: Hold take you this, andpur it in anie liquid ching 
you will, andit w:ll ſerue had you the liucs of ewenty men. 
Rom: Hold, take this gold, worſe poyſon to mens ſoules 
Than this which thou hait guen me. Goe hye thee hence, 
Coe buythe cloathes, and get thee:intofleſh, 
Come cordiall and not poyſon, goe with mce 
To I[uliets Graue : for there muſt I vie thee. Exennt, 


a Na nan Wo 


Enter Frier Iobn, 


7ohm : V'Vhart Frier Laurence, Brother, ho ? 

_ Lawr: This ſameſhould be the yoyce of Frier Tobs:. 
VVhart newes from Aantza, what will Rewee come ? 

*  Iobn: Goingto ſecke a barefoote Brother our, 

One of our orderto afſociate mes, . 

Here in this Cutie viſning the fick, | 

V Vhereas the infe ious peſtilenceremaind:s' act 

And being by the Searchers of the Towne 

Found and cxatninde, we were doth ſhut vp, 
Laxr : V ho bare mylexrers then to Romeo 7 
John: Ihauethenmn fill, andhere they are. 

Lax: Now by my holy Order, 

The letters were not nice, Ls of great weight. 

Goepec thee bence,and get mepreſently 


(2 


"Ie 
/ 


FA | 

"7 peel 
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| 
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-- 
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LM 
| 


Be wakde from ſleepe. I will = 


| Thatlwing honourd thee, and being 
With funerall praiſes doo adorne thy 


The excellent Trageds 


Aſpade andmattocke, 
lobhn: Well] will preſently go fereh thee them, Exit, 


| Laur: Now multI tothe Monumentalone, 
Leaſt that the Ladic ſhould before I come: 


' Tofrecher from that Tombe o _, Exit. 
-onnrs” ba obs I STI 
AS rx 
Enter Countie Pars: and his Page with flowers 
and ſwecte Waters 


Par: Putour the torch, and ye thee all along 


Vnder thisEw-tree, keeping thine care cloſe cothe hollow 


ground. 


| Andifthouheareonetread within this Churchyard, 
| Staight giue me notice, | 


ack I will my Lord. 
Paris ftrewes the Tomb with flowers. 


4N | 
| | | 


Par : Sweere Flower, with on Iſtrew ws Fungs 
bed: 


- Sweete Tombe thati inthy circuite tote containe, 
"The perfect modell of eternitie: 


Faire [«ler that with Angells doſt remaine, 


Accept this lateſt fauour at my hands, 
dead 


Toinbe, 


Boy whiſtles and calls, My Lord, 


ith a torch, 4 


f yron, 


Enter Romeo and Balthaſar, 
«mantocke, andacrow 


Par: 


of Rives andbiliend" 
Par: The boy giues warning, ſomethin doth approach, 
What curled foote wanders thiswas to nite, Oh, 
To (tay my obſequies andtrue loves rites? 015d rl: 
What with a torch, muffle menjahtawhile; i: <1 + |» 
Rom: Giuc mce this matr , 4nd this/wrerltch ing I- 
ron. | TTITCT% TRI»: Joe, \ 
Andraketheſc lertrers ;eatly inthe motn ingy 
Sec thoudeliuer them to my Lordand Father, 
So get thee gone and trouþlerme Ho more, 
Why Ideſcend into this bed of death, 
Is partlyto behold myCadies Fate, + 
But chiefly ro take fromherdend finger,!! i: - 
A precious ring which I muſt ve 
In dearc implayment-burifthou wilt ſtay, 
Further to pric in what '};yndertake, ' 
By heauen Ile teare thee by joyntyf 67 
Andſtrene thys hungrych hyard with thy lims; 
The time and my ihtefies ire ſaagehilde," | 
| Bali: Well, I|&be gohtandnot troubleyou.. 
Row: Soſhalt thou win my ſauour,takethou this, | 
Commend meto my Father,farwellgood fellow, 
B's: Yer fer Qlthiswill [not patcfrotmihence, 3: . 0 
C411 3'% 2:19 36. 4 Arn 
© *” Romeoopeny the tombe, [4.N8! 


Row: Thou dereſtable maw,thou womb of Cear!1, 
Gorde with the'deareſt morſell of the earth, 
1 hus Ienforce thy rotteniawesto ope. * | | 

Par: This is that bariſheſaughtic A out ague, 
That murderd myloues cofers, | wittapptchend him, 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile Monnteo ne. 
Can vengeance bepinſuedfiirther then death? 
I docattach th& 35 #fe!lon heere, 
The Law cond&hmes thee; therefore thou mult dye, 

Rom: I mult indetd, and theretore came ilucher, 
Gooy youth beg gho,reempt eta deſparace an, 
—® K 
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The eScellent Tragedie 
| | 


Heap? tot another finnevpon my head 

| Byſheding ot thy bloud,[doeprotelt 

I lou: thee betrer then 1 loue my ſelte : 
For | co:ne hycher armde againſt my (clic 
Part Teoedeiethy coniurations : 

' Aniddoe attach thee asa fellon heere, 5 
Rom: What dott choutempt me then haue at thee boy, 


They fghr. 
| 


- Boy: OLord they fight, I will goe callthe watch, 

P.n: AhTamſlaine,ifthou be mercifull 

Openthe tombe, lay me with 7uber. 

Rowe: YtaithTI will lermeperuſe this face, 
Aercntio: kinſman,noble County Pars ? 

What ſa:d my man,when my betofſed ſoule 

Did notregardhum aswe palt along, 

Did he notſay Paris ſhould haue maried 

Inlet ? eytherhe ſaid fo,or Idreamdir (0. 

ButI will ſatisfiethy laſt requeſt, 

For thou haſt prizd thy loue aboue thy life. 


Death lyechouchere 


| 7 adead man interd, 
How oft haue many at the houre of death 


| Breene blich and pleaſant? which their keeperseal! 
;Alightning before death But how may1I 
Callthisa lightning. Ah deare In/ier, _ 
How wellthy beauty doth become this graue ? 
| Olbeleceuc that ynſubſtancull death, 
and doth court my loue, 
Therefore will I, Oheere,O cuerheere, 
Set yp my cuerlaſting reft | | 
With wormes, that arethy chamber mayds. 
Corne deſperatePilort nowat once runne on 
 Thedaſhing rockes thy ſea-ficke weary barges. 
| _ Heersco myloue. O true Ap "Fs 

Thy drugs wedyift; ghus wicha kiſe I dye, 


| Falls; 
Knjor 


of Romeo and Iahet. 


NFLEALRTRNRTIESER | 
Ce oe Hh Ne 


E ater Fryer With a Lavthorne, 


How oft to night haue theſe my agedfeete 
Stumbledat graues as T did paſlc along. 
Vhoſle there? 
Man, Afﬀrend and one that knowes you well, 
Fr: Who is it that conſorts fo latethe dead, 
What lightis yon? if I be not decciued, 
Me thinkes it burnes in Cape/s monument? 
Alan Itdoth lo koly Sir, and there is one 
That loues youdearely, 
Fr. Who is it? : 
Man: Romeo. : 
Fr: How long hath he beene there? 
Alav: Full halfe an houreand more. | 
Er: Goe with me thether. 
AMan: Idarenot (ir, he knowes not Tam heere; 
On paine ofdeath he chargde me to be gane, 
Andnot for todiſturbe him in his enterprize, 
Fr: Then muft I goe : my minde preſagethill, 


Fryer ſtoops and looks on the blood cod Weaponre 


 Whatbloud is this that tainesthe entrance 
Ofthis marble ſtony monument? 

What meanestheſc mailterles and gooty weapons? 
Ah me Idoubt, whoſe heere? what \ pas. dead? _ 
Whoand Pariw too? what vnluckic houre 


I3 acceſlaryto fo foule a fine? 


[aber riſer. 
The Lady fQurres: G93 RR 171 
T4 # bat: 


[ 


The excellent l r4zedie 
Ah comforcablc Frye, 


4 
ts | 
Fr: La y co: n2709rt CArc ſome noue at hand, 


We hall be kat Berta te 1s 


þ167 eb £72 
And Yomeodead:and if we heere be tane 


We ſhall be thought to be as 4c eflarze; . 
] will prouid: for y you inſome cloſe Nunery. | 


1:/; Ahleaue me,leaue me,[ will no: fromhznce, 
Fr: Iheare lo-nenoile, Ldupar hg eanccs O.NC, 


Is: Gaegetthee gone» __ |} 


Whats h: ere actupCcloldeig, ny logers hands? | 0b 


Reftin iy balo:neghus Icome 


2h chu.le dr.aieeal,apd equenty Gopr me, 


' CS * 4 gy , 


Enterwateh, 31 


Watch: This way, this way, F of : 
. {al: I, noiſe? then muſt Ibereſolutes., IT 


Ohappy dazgerchauſhulgn's þ 


"2 | ey 4 
Cir ji l p 


Se ftabs Tr c od oe 


2 mel on vor. 
bi! o% ? fn) = 
LO SE CE o of 


FUEL @ $5 Ever vi cþ.. 


Cap: Comelooke abut, wha IEAPOns hong we heers 
See "firs where Iuliet wo dajes buned;, . | 


Nety blecdmgmeugdedyſcarchanc ndjce ho s neaze 


7 
- 


4 A 


Attach and bringchem40'ys4 20 + 
' Eter on with tbe 
HH OR Capraine heers a Fryer with gooles rabouchim, 
| Fntetoopea tombe. 
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4 A great ſuſpition,keep hi mn ſafes... oh 2.04 


0 1s _ Ente 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


TT: one With Ronets LH an. 
I, Heeres Rameos Man. #1 | 
Capt - Keepe him to be examinde, 


Enter Prince with others." 
Prim : Whatcarly miſchiefe callyv> vp ſo cone. 
Capt : O noblePrince, ſec here | | 
W\ here /w/e: that bath/Iyen intoomhbd ewo dayes, 
Warmcand freſh bleeding, Reweo-and Countic 7 arit 
Likewiſe newly flaine, 
Prin : Search ſecke aboutto finds the murgerers, 


| Entor olde Capolet and his Wife, 
(apo: Whatrumor's his thatisſo early vp ? 
AMothb : The people in the ſtreetes crie Kemeo, 
And ſome on [wr : as if they aloge 
Had been the cauſe of ſuch ammtinic. 
Capo: See Wie, this dagger hath miſtooke : 
For (lue) the backe is. empric of yong Mnmgone, 
And jtis ſheathed in our Daughters breaſt. 


Enter olge Montague 
Prin: Come Mountagne,tor thou art early vp, 
Toſcethy Sqanc and Reire more early downe. 
Aſount : Dread Sauereigne, wy Wife is deadto night, 
And yong Bennolm 1.deceaſedtoo: | | 
\Whar further mi{chiefe canthere yer be found ? 
Prin: Fuſt comeand ſee, then {peake. 
Aowet : Ochouyngught, what manners is in this 
To prefle before thy Father ro a-grauc. 
Pria: Gomeſeale your mouthes of outrage for a while, 
Andlet vs {cckerofindethe Authors our 
Of ſuch a hainons and f{cld ſeene mitchaunce. 
Bring for:hthe parties in, ſutpition, 
Fr : Lam the greateſt ablc to doo leaſt. 
Mott worthic Prince, heare me but ſpeake the ruth, 
| K 3 And 
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1 be.excellent [ira die 


* AndIleinforme you how theſe things fell out. 
7a'mm here laine was marriedto that Romeo, 


\Wirhout her Fathers orher Mothers gran: ; 


The Nurſe was priuie tothe marriage. 


he balctull day of this vnhappic marriage, 
\" Vas Tyhalesdoomeſday: for which Romes 


VVas baniſhed from hence to Mantas. . 


[{e gone, her Facher ſought by foule corftrait: 


Tioxhing a ſecond ContraR) did refuſe 


| *Tomuarticherto Paris: Buther ne 


{ . Fit!:ertofinde a meanesſhe might auayd 


2*ue content; and therefore did] 


08! vrge me 


\'Vkat{o ker Fatherſoughtto torce her roo 


 Orels all deſperately ſhethrearned | 


Eucnin my preſence todiſpatch her ſelfe. 


Then did 1 giue her, (tutord by mune arte) 
 Apotion that ſhould make her ſeeme as dead: 


Ardtold herthatT would with all poli ſpeed 
Send henceto Ad anrxafor her Romeo, 


That he night come and take he: fromthe Toombe, 


\-. Buthe that 


 OrRomesris to me ynknowne atall. 


ad my Letters (Frier /ohy) 
Secking a Brother to aſſociate hin1, | 


VVhaess the licke infetion remaind, 


 » VVas{layedby the Searchers of the Towne, 

© But Romeo ynderſtanding by hisman, 

That [4/rer was deceaſde,returnde in 
_ VntaUVeroratforto ſee his louc, 


polt 


VVhat afterhappened touching Prj death, 


But when I cametorake the Lady henc || 


. Ifound them dead, and ſhe awakt from ſleep: 
 Y'Vhom faine T would haue taken from the tombe, 


M. 
» . / 


it  VVhich ſhe refuſed ſeeing Romeodead, 


move / 20 che watch and then | fled, 
' natafterhappened I am ignorant of, 
Andifinthisoughthauemiſcaried. 


' 
. 
'4 


of Romen and Iifiet, : Wh” | 


p Py me, or by my meanesletmy old lik 


* = actificd ſomehoure before histime. 
To the molt {irickelt rigor of the Law. 
Pry: VVeſtillhaue knowne thee fora holy man, 
V Vheres Romecos man, what can he lay in this? 
Balth; I brought my mailter word that ſhee was dead, 
| And then he poaſted (traight from Mantua, ji 
Vnto this Toombe. I heſe Letters he deliuered me, 
Charging me catly giue themto his Father, "a t 
Prim : Lets (ee the Letrers, I willread themourr, 
V Vhere is the Counties Boy that calld the V Vatch ? 
Boy: Ibroughtmy Maſter vnto Jwuhkers grave, | 
But one approaching, ftraight Ica'ldmy Vafter, 
Atlatt they fought, Iran vo callthe VVatch. 
And this1s all that can ſay or know. 
Prin: Theleletters doe make good the Fryers wordes, 
Come Capoler, and come olde Monntageie, 
V'Vhere are theſe enemies? {ce what hate hath done, 
Cap: Come brother Aountague giue me thy hand, 
There 1s my daughters dowry . for now no more 
CanlI beſtowe on her;thats all Lhaue.. 
Afoun: But Iwill giue them more.l willere& 
Her ſtatue of pure golde: | 
That while /erona by that name isknowne., 
T here ſhall no ſtatue of ſuch price be ſer, 
As that of Romeo: loued _ 
#>: Asrich ſhall Roweoby his Lady lie 
pe? Sacrifices to our Enmitie. Laws | 
Prin: A gloomiepeace this day doth with itbring; 
Come, let ys hence, 
To haue moretalke of theſe fadthings, 
Some ſhall be pardoned and fome puniſhed: 
For nere was heard a Storie of more wor, 


Than this of [niet and her Rowes. 
FINIS. 


